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PREFACE. 



JtxoMER is oniTersally allowed to have had the greatest in- 
vention of any writer whatever. The praise of judgment Virgil 
has justly contested with him, and others may have their pre- 
tensions as to particular excellences; but his invention re- 
mains yet unrivaled. Nor is it a wonder if he has ever been 
acknowledged the greatest of poets, who most excelled in that 
which is the very foundation of poetry. It is the invention 
that in different degrees distinguishes all great geniuses : the 
utmost stretch of human study, learning, and industry, which 
masters every thing besides, can never attain to this. It fur- 
nishes art with all her materials, and without it, judgment 
itself can at best but ' steal wisely :' for art is only like a 
prudent steward that lives on managing the riches of nature. 
Whatever praises may be given to works of judgment, there is 
not even a single beauty in them to which the invention must 
not contribute : as in the most regular gardens, art can only 
reduce the beauties of nature to more regularity, and such a 
figure, which the common eye may better talte in, and is, 
therefore, more entertained with. And perhaps the reason 
why common critics are inclined to prefer a judicious and me- 
thodical genius to a great and fruitful one, is, because they 
find it easier for themselves to pursue their observations 
through an uniform and bounded work of art, than to compre* 
bend the vast and various extent of nature. 

Our author's work is a wild paradise, where if we cannot 
see all the beauties so distinctly as in an ordered garden, it is 
only because the number of them is infinitely greater. It is 
like a copious nursery, which contains the seeds and first pro- 
ductions of every kind, ont of which those who followed him 
have but selected some particular plants, each according to his 
fancy, to cultivate and beautify. If some things are too lux- 
uriant, it is owing to the richness of the soil ; and if others are 
not arrived to perfection or maturity, it is only because they 
are overrun and oppressed by those of a stronger nature. 

It is to the strength of this amazing invention we are to 
attribute that unequaled fire and rapture which is so forcible 
ia Homer,* that no man of a true poetical spirit is master of 
hiaself while he reads him. What he writes is of the roost 
animated nature imaginable; every thing moves, every thing 
lives, and is put in action. If a council be caUedt or a^ Vik^NX!^ 
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fooght, yoQ are not coldl j informed of what was said or done 
as from a third person ; the reader is harried out of himself bj 
the force of the poet's imaj^ination, and turns in one place to a 
hearer, in another to a spectator. The course of his verses 
resembles that of the army he describes, 

Oi j' ap i^ay, wati Tt vffv^i y9wy waaa vcjuoijo* 

* Thej ponr along like a fire that sweeps the whole earth 
before it/ It is, however, remarkable, that his fancy, which is 
every where vigorous, is not discovered immediately at the 
beginning of his poem in its fullest splendour: it grows in the 
progress both upon himself and others, and becomes on fire, 
like a chariot-wheel, by its own rapidity. Exact disposition, 

i'ast thought, correct elocution, polished numbers, may have 
teen found in a thousand; but this poetical fire, this ' vivida 
vis animi,' in a very few. Even in works where all those are 
imperfect or neglected, this can overpower criticism, and make 
us admire even while we disapprove. Nay, where this ap- 
pears, though attended with absurdities, it brightens all the 
rubbish about it, till we see nothing bat its own splendour. 
This fire is discerned in Virgil, but discerned as through a 
glass, reflected from Homer, more shining than fierce^ but 
every where equal and constant : in Locan and Statins it bursts 
out in sudden, short, and interrupted flashes: iu Milton it 
glows like a furnace kept up to an uncommon ardour by tho 
force of art: in Shakspeare^t strikes before we are aware, like 
an accidental fire from heaven : but in Homer, and in him 
only, it burns every where olearly, and every where irre- 
aitttibly. 

I shall here endeavour' to show how this vast invention 
exerts itself in a manner superior to that of any poet through 
all the main constituent parts of his work ; as it is the great 
and peculiar characteristic which distinguishes him from all 
other authors. 

This strong and ruling faculty was like a powerful star, 
which, in the violence of its course, drew all things within its 
vortei(. It seemed not enough to have taken in the whole 
circle of arts, and the whole compass of nature, to supply his 
maxims and reflections; all the inward passions and anections 
of mankind, to furnish his characters ; and ail the outward 
forms and images of things for his descriptions : but wanting 
vet an ampler sphere to expatiate in, he opened a new and 
boundless walk for his itnaginalion, and created a world for 
himself in the invention of fable. That which Aristotle calls 
the ' soul of poetry,' was first breathed into it by Homer. 1 
shall begin with considering him iu this part, as it is naturally 
the first ; and 1 speak of it both as it means the design of a 
poem, and as it is taken for fiction. 

Fable may be divided into the probable, the allegorical, and 
the marvelloas. The probable fable is the recital of such ac- 
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tions as, thon^b they did not happen, yet might, in the com- 
mon coarse of natare ; or of sacb as, thoagh they did, become 
fables by the additional episodes and manner of telling them. 
Of this sort is the main story of an epic poem, ' the return of 
Ulysses,' ' the settlement of the Trojans in Ital v,' or the like. 
That of the Iliad is the ' anger of Achilles,' the most short and 
single subject that ever was chosen by any poet. Yet this he 
has supplied with a vaster variety of incidents and events, and 
crowdea with a greater number of councils, speeches, battles, 
and episodes of all kinds, than are to be found even in those 
poems whose schemes are of the utmost latitude and irre- 
gularity. The action is hurried on with the most vehement 
spirit, and its whole duration employs not so much as fifty 
days. Virgil, for want of so warm a genius, aided himself by 
taking in a more extensive subject, as well as a greater length 
of time, and contracting the design of both Homer's poems 
into one, which is yet but a fourth part as large as his. The 
other epic poets have used the same practice, but generally 
carried it so far as to superinduce a multiplicity of fables, 
destroy the unity of action, and lose their readers in an unrea- 
sonable length of time. Nor is it only in the main design that 
they have been unable to add to his invention, but they have 
followed him in evervgpittodeand part of story. If he has 
given a regular cata)fimie^qf^pV;my, they all draw up their 
forces in the sam^i^^rr if m Jia^funeral games for Patro- 
clns, Virgil ha^l^ same for A^jlscs; and Statins (rather 
than omit them/ tta'ktroyi tfbd uiiitjSybV his action for those of 
Archemorns. If UlyssaBwis^Jiie socles, the iEneas of Virgil 
and Scipio of Swis alejfsenyaner lam. If he be detained 
from his return \HI|^e^lrardnent£7n/balypso, so is ^Eneas by 
Dido, and RinalJl^l^Armida. IflAieliilles be absent from the 
army on the score (\%quanrel thmflgh half the poem, Rinaldo 
must absent himselfj1iiitMU«l0^g on the like account. If be 
gives his hero a suit of celestial armour, Virgil and Tasso 
make the same present to theirs. Virgil has not only observed 
this close imitation of Homer, but where he had not led the 
way, supplied the want from other Greek authors. Thus the 
story of Sinon, and the taking of Trov, was copied (says Ma- 
crobius) almost word for word from Pisander, as the loves of 
Dido and JBneas are taken from those of Medea and Jason in 
Apollonias ; and several others in the same manner. 

To proceed to the allegorical fable. — If we reflect upon 
those innumerable knowledges, those secrets of nature and 
physical philosophy, which Homer is generally supposed to 
Lave wrapped up in his allegories, what a new and ample scene 
of wonder may this consideration aftbrd us? How fertile will 
that imagination appear, which was able to clothe all the pro- 
perties of elements, the qualifications of the mind, the virtues 
and vices, in forms and persons ; and to introduce them into 
actiona agreeable to the nature of the things they shadowed? 

b2 
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This is a field in which no sacoeediog poets coald dispute with 
Homer ; and whatever commendations have been allowed them 
CD this head, are bj no means for>their invention in having en- 
larged his circle, but for their judgment in having contracted 
it For when the mode of learning changed in following ages, 
and science was delivered in a plainer manner, it then became 
as reasonable in the more modern poets to lay it aside, as it 
was in Homer to make use of it. And perhaps it was no un- 
happy circumstance for Virgil, that there was not in his time 
that demand upon him of so great an invention as might be 
capable of furnishing all those allegorical parts of a poem. 

The marvellous fable includes whatever is supernatural, and 
especially the machines of the gods. If Homer was not the 
first who introduced the deities (as Herodotus imagines) into 
the religion of Greece, he seems the first who brought them 
into a system of machinery for poetry, and such a one as makes 
its greatest importance and dignity : for we find those authors 
who have been ofi*ended at the literal notion of the gods, con- 
stantly laying their accusation against Homer as the chief 
support of it. But whatever cause there mi^ht be to blame 
his machines in a philosophical or religious view, they are so 
perfect in the poetic, that mankind have been ever since con- 
tented to follow them: none have been able to enlarge the 
sphere of poetry beyond the limits he has set: every attempt 
of this nature has proved unsuccessful ; and after all the various 
changes of times and religions, his gods continue to this day 
the gods of poetry. 

We come now to the characters of his persons ; and here 
"we shall find no author has ever drawn so many, with so visi- 
ble and surprising a variety, or given us such lively and afi*ect- 
ing impressions of them. Every one has something so sin- 
gularly his own, that no painter could have distinguished them 
more by their features, than the poet has by their manners. 
Nothing cau be more exact than the distinctions he has ob- 
served in the dijTerent degrees of virtues and vices. The 
single quality o^ courage is wonderfully diversified in the 
several character^ of the Iliad. That of Achilles is furious 
and intractable ; tb^t of Diomede forward, yet listening to 
advice, and subject to command j that of Ajax is heavy, and self- 
confiding; of Hector^ active and vigilant: the courage of 
Agamemnon is inspirited by love of empire and ambition ; that 
of Menelaus mixed with softness and tenderness for bis people : 
we find in Idomeneus a plain direct soldier; in Sarpedon a 
gallant and generous one. Nor is this judicious and astonish- 
ing diversity to be found Qnly in the principal cjualify which 
constitutes the main of each pharacter, but even in the under- 
parls of it, to which he take^ care to give a tincture of that 
principal one. For example : t^e main characters of Ulysses 
and iNestor consist in wisdom ; and they are distinct in this, 
that the wisdom of one is artificial and various, of the other 
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BAtaral, open, and regnlar. fiot tbt^y baTe» besides, obaracters 
of courage ; and this qnality also takes a different tarn in each 
from the difference of bis prudence ; for one in the war de- 
pends still upon caution, the other upon experience. It woalct 
be endless to prodace instances of these kinds. The characters 
of Virgil are far from striking us in this open manner ; they lie 
in a great degree hidden and undistinguished ; and where they 
are marked most evidently, affect us not in proportion to those 
of Homer. His characters of valour are much alike; even 
that of Turnus seems no way peculiar, but as it is in a superior 
' degree; and we see nothing that differences the courage of 
Muestheus from that of Sergesthns, Cloantlius, or the rest. In 
like manner it may be remarked of Statius's heroes, that an air 
of impetuosity runs through them all ; the same horrid and 
savage courage appears in bis Capaneus, Tydens, Hippomedon, 
&c. They have a parity of character, which makes them seem 
brothers of one family. I believe when the reader is led into 
this track of reflection, if be will pursue it through the epic 
and tragic writers, he will be convinced how infinitely superior 
in this point the invention of Homer was to that of all otners. 

The speeches are to he considered as they flow from the 
oharaclers; being perfect or defective as they agree or dis- 
agree with the manners of those who utter them. As there is 
more variety of characters in the Iliad, so there is of speeches, 
than in any other poem. ' ^very thing in it has manners,' (as 
Aristotle expresses it) ; that is, every thing is acted or spoken. 
It is hardly credible, in a work of such length, how small a 
namber of lines are employed in narrfition. In Virgil the dra- 
matic part is less in proportion to the narrative ; and the 
speeches often consist of general reflections or thoughts, which 
might be equally just in any person's mouth upon the same 
occasion. As many of his persons have no apparent characters, 
so many of his speeches escape being applied and judged by 
the rule of propriety. We oflener think of the author himself 
when we read Virgil, than when we are engaged in Homer ; 
all which are the effects of a colder invention, that interests us 
less in the action described : FJoraer makes us hearers, and 
Virgil leaves us readers. 

If^ in the next place, we take a view of the sentiments, the 
same presiding' faculty is eminent in the sublimity and spirit of 
bis thoughts. Lonj|;inus has giyen his opinion, that it was in 
this part Homer principally excelled. What were alone suf- 
ficient to prove the grandeur and excellence of his sentiments 
in general^is|ihat they have so remarkable a parity with those 
of the Scripture. Duport, in his Gnomologia Homerica, has 
collected innnmerable instances of this sort. And it is with 
justice an excellent modern writer allows, that if Virgil has 
not so many thouKhts that are low and vulgar, he has not so 
many that are sublime and noble; and that the Roman author 
seldom rises into very astonishing sentiments where he is not 
jSred by the iUad. 
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If we observe his descriptions, images, and similes, we shall 
find the inTention still predominant. To what else can we 
aiscribe that vast comprehension of images of every sort, where 
%re see each circumstance of art, and individual of natnre, sum- 
moned together by the extent and fecundity of his imagination; 
to which all things in their various views, presented themselves 
in an instant, and had their impressions taken off to perfection 
at a heatP Nay, he not only gives us the full prospects of 
things, bat several unexpected peculiarities and side-views, 
unobserved by any painter but Homer. Nothing is so sar* 

f arising as the descriptions of his battles; which take up no 
ess than half the Iliad, and are supplied with so vast a variety of 
incidents, that no one bears a likeness to another ; such dif- 
ferent kinds of deaths, that no two heroes are wounded in the 
same manner ; and such a profusion of noble ideas, that every 
battle rises above the last in greatness^ horror, aud confusion. 
It is certain there is not near that number of images and de- 
scriptions in any epic poet ; tbous^h every one has assisted 
himself with a great quantity out of him : and it is evident of 
Virgil especially, that he has scarce any comparisons which are 
not drawn from his master. 

If we descend from hence to the expression, we see the 
bright imagination of Homer shining out in the most enlivened 
forms of it. We acknowledge him the father of poetical dic- 
tion ; the first who taught that ' language of the gods' to men. 
His expression is like the colouring of some great masters, 
which aiscovers itself to be laid on boldly, and executed with 
rapidity. It is indeed the strongest and most glowing ima- 
ginable, and touched with the greatest spirit. Aristotle had 
reason to say, he was the only poel who had found out ' living 
words :' there are in him more daring figures and metaphors 
than in any good author whatever. An arrow is ' impatient ' 
to be on tne wing, a weapon ' thirsts' to drink the blood of an 
enemy, and the like ; yet his expression is never too big for 
the sense, but justly great in proportion to it. It is the senti- 
ment that swells and fills out the diction, whieh rises with it, 
and forms itself about it ; and in the same degree that a thought 
is warmer, an expression will be brighter; as that is more 
strong, this will become more perspicuotis : like glass in the 
furnace, which grows to a greater magnitude, and refines to a 
greater clearness, only as the breath within is more powerful, 
and the heat more intense. 

To throw his language more out of prose, Homer seems to 
have aficcted the compound epithets. This was a sort of com- 
position peculiarly proper to poetry ; not only as it heightened 
the diction, but as it assisted and filled the numbers with 
greater sound and pomp, and likewise conduced in some mea- 
sure to thicken the images. On this last consideration 1 can- 
not but attribute these also to the froitfulness of his invention ; 
since (as he has managed them) thev are a sort of super- 
namerary pictures of the persons or things to which they are 
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joined. We see the motion of Hector's plomes in the epi- 
thet Kofu^oXof, the landscape of Mount Neritos in that of 
£4vo0-ifvXXof» and so of others; which partioolar images conld 
not have been insisted npon so long as to express them in a de- 
scription (though but a single line) without diverting the reader 
too mnch from the principal action or figure. As a metaphor is 
a short simile, one of these epithets is a short description. 

Lastly, if we consider his versification, we shall be sensible 
what a share of praise is due to his iuvention in that also. He 
was not satisfied with his language as he found it settled in any 
one part of Greece, but searched through its different dialects 
with this particular view, to beautify and perfect his numbers : 
he considered these as they had a greater mixture of vowels or 
consonants, and accordingly employed them as the verse re- 
quired either a greater smoothness or strength. What he most 
affected was the Ionic; which has a peculiar sweetness, from 
its never using contractions, and from its custom of resolving 
the diphthongs into two syllables; so as to make the words open 
themselves with a more spreading and sonorous fluency. With 
this he minglcfl the Attic contractions, the broader Doric, and 
the feebler iEolic, which often rejects it» aspirate, or takes off 
its accent; and completed this variety by altering some letters 
with the liceuce of poetry. Thus his measures, instead of being 
fetjlers to his sense, were always in readiness to run along with 
the warmth of his rapture, and even to give a further repre- 
sentation of his notions, in the correspondence of their sounds 
to what they signified. Out of all these he has derived that 
harmony, which makes us confess he bad not only the richest 
bead, but the finest ear in the world. This is so great a truth, 
that whoever will hut consult the tpne of his verses, even with- 
out understanding them, (the same sort of diligence as we daily 
see practised in the case of Italian operas), will find more 
sweetness, variety, and majesty of sound, than in any other lan- 
guage of poetry. The beauty of his numbers is allowed by 
the critics to be copied but faintly by Virgil himself, though 
they are so just as to ascribe it to the nature of the Latin 
tongue : indeed the Greek has some advantages, both from the 
natural sound of its words, and the turn and cadence of its 
verse, which agree with the genius of no other language. 
Virgil was very sensible of this, and used the utmost diligence 
in working up a more intractable language to whatsoever 
graces it was capable of; and, in particular, never failed to 
bring the sound of his line to a beautiful agreement with its 
sense. If the Grecian poet has not been so frequently cele- 
brated on this account as the Roman, the only reason is, that 
fewer critics have understood one language than the other. 
Dionysins of Halicarnassus has pointed out many of our 
author's beauties in this kind, in his treatise of the Com- 
position of Words ; and others will be taken notice of in the 
ooane of my notes. It suffices at present to observe of his 
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nnmbers, that they flow with so macb ease, as to make one 
imagine Homer Lad no other care than to transcribe as fast as 
the Moses dictated ; and at the same time with so much force 
and inspiriting vigoor, that they awaken and raise ns like the 
sound of a trumpet. They roll along as a plentiful river, 
always in motion, and always fall ; while wcfire home away by 
a tid/B of Terse, the most rapid, and yet the most smooth ima- 
ginable. 

Thus, on whatever side we contemplate Homer, what prin- 
cipally strikes us is his invention. It is that which forms the 
character of each part of his work ; and accordingly we find 
it to have made his fable more extensive and copious than any 
other, his manners more lively and strongly marked, his speeches 
more affecting and transported, his sentiments more warm and 
aablime, his images and descriptions more fall and animated, 
his expression more raised and daring, and his numbers more 
rapid and varioas. I hope, in what has been said of Virgil, 
with regard to any of these heads, I have no way derogated 
from his character. Nothing is more absurd or endless, than 
the common method of comparing eminent writers by an op- 
position of particular passages in them, and forming a judg- 
ment from thence of their merit upon the whole. We ought 
to have a certain knowledge of the principal character and 
distingoishing excellence of each : it is in that we are to con- 
aider him, and in proportion to his degree in that we are to ad- 
mire him. No author or man ever excelled all the world in 
more than one faculty; and as Homer has done this in in- 
vention, Virgil has in judgment. Not that we are to think 
Homer wanted judgment, becanse Virgil had it in a more emi- 
nent degree ; or that Virgil wanted invention, because Homer 
possessed a larger share of it^ each of these great authors had 
more of both than perhaps any man besides, and are only said 
to have less in comparison with one another. Homer was the 
greater genius, Virgil the better artist. In one we most ad- 
mire the man, in the other the work. Homer hurries and trans- 
ports us with a commanding impetuosity ; Virgil leads us with 
an attractive majesty: Homer scatters with a generous pro- 
fusion ; Virgil bestows with a careful magnificence: Homer, 
like the Nile, pours out his riches with a boundless overflow ; 
Virgil, like a river in its banks, with a gentle and constant 
stream. When we behold their battles, niethinks the two 
poets resemble the heroes they celebrate. Homer, boundless 
and irresistible as Achilles, bears all before him, and shines 
more and more as the tumult increases : Virgil, calmly daring 
like iEneas, appears undisturbed in the midst of the action ; 
disposes all about him, and conquers with tranquillity. And 
when we look upon their machines. Homer seems like his own 
Jupiter in his terrors, shaking Olympus, scattering the light- 
nings, and firing the heavens ; Virgil, like the same power in 
his benevolence, connsellin^ with the gods, laying plans for 

empires, and regularly ordering his whole creation. 
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Bnt, after all, it ia with great parts as with grreat Tirtaes, 
thej natarall^ border on some imperfection ; and it is often 
hard to distinguish exactly where toe virtue ends, or the fault 
beg^ins. As prudence may sometimes sink to suspicion, so maj 
a great judgment decline to coldness; and as magnanimitj may 
ran up to profusion or extravagance, so may a great invention 
to redundancy or wildness. If we look upon Homer in this 
view, we shall perceive the chief objections against him to 
proceed from so noble a cause as the excess of this faculty. 

Amon^ these we may reckon some of his marvellous fictions, 
upon which so much criticism has been spent, as surpassing all 
the bounds of probability. Perhaps it may be with great and 
superior souls, as with gigantic bodies, which, exerting them- 
selves with unusual strength, exceed what is commonly thought 
the due proportion of parts to become miracles in the whole; 
and, like the old heroes of that make, commit something near 
extravagance, amidst a series of glorious and inimitable per- 
formances. Thus Homer has his ' speaking horses ;* and 
Virgil his * myrtles distilling blood ;' where the latter has not 
ao much as contrived the easy intervention of a deity to save 
the probability. 

It is owing to the same vast invention that his similes have 
been thonp;ht too exuberant and full of circumstances. The 
force of this faculty is seen in nothing more, than in its inability 
to confine itself to that single circumstance upon which the 
comparison is grounded : it runs out into embellishments of ad- 
ditional images, which, however, are so managed as not to 
overpower the main one. His similes are like pictures, where 
the principal figure has not only its proportion given agreeable 
to the original, but is also set off with occasional ornaments 
and prospects. The same will account for his manqpr of heap- 
ing a nnmber of comparisons together in one breath, when his 
wacY suggested to him at once so many various and correa- 
ponaent images. The reader will easily extend this observation 
to more objections of the same kind. 

If there are others which seem ralher to charge him with a 
diefect or narrowness of genius, than an excess of it, those 
seeming defects will be found upon examination to proceed 
wholly from the nature of the times he lived in. Such are his 
grosser representations of the gods, and the vicious and imper- 
fect manners of his heroes ; but I must here speak a word of 
the latter, as it is a point generally carried into extremes, both 
by the censorers and defenders of Homer. It must be a strange 
partiality to antiquity, to think with Madam Dacier, ' that ' 
those times and manners are so much the more excellent, as 
they are more contrary to ours.' Who can be so prejadiced iu 
their favonr as to magnify the felicity of those a^es, when a 
spirit of revenge and cruelty, joined with the practice of rapine 

> Prefice to her Homer. 
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and robbery, reigned through the world ; when no mercy wan 
shown bat for the sake of lucre ; when the greatest princes 
were put to the sword, and their wives and daughters made 
slaves and concubines ? On the other side, I would not be so 
delicate as those modern critics, who are shocked at the servile 
offices and mean employments in which we sometimes see the 
heroes of Homer engaged. There is a pleasure in taking a 
view of that simplicity, in opposition to the luxury of succeed- 
ing ages: in beholding monarchs without their guards ; princes 
tending their flocks ; and princesses drawing water from the 
springs. When we read Homer, we ought to reflect that we 
are reading the-most ancient author in the heathen world ; and 
those who consider him in this light will double their pleasure 
in the perusal of him. Let them think they are growing ac- 

auainted with nations and people that are now no more; that 
ley are stepping almost three thousand years back into the 
remotest antiquity, and entertaining themselves with a clear 
and surprising vision of things no where els^e to be found, the 
only true mirror of that ancient world. By this means alone 
their greatest obstacles will vanish ; and what usually creates 
their dislike, will become a satisfaction. 

This consideration may further serve to answer for the con- 
stant use of the same epithets to his gods and heroes ; such as, 
the * far-darting Phcebus,' the * blue-eyed Pallas,* the • swift- 
footed Achilles/ &c. which some have censured as impertinent, 
and tediously repeated. Those of the gods depended upon the 
powers and offices then believed to belong to them ; and had 
contracted a weight and veneration from the rites and solemn 
devotions in which they were used : they were a sort of attri- 
butes with which it was a matter of religion to salute them on 
all occasiops, and which it was an irreverence to omit. As for 
the epithets of great men, Mobs. Boileau is of opinion, that 
they were in the nature of surnames, and repeated as such ; for 
the Greeks having no names derived from their fathers, were 
obliged to add some other distinction of each person ; either 
naming his parents expressly, or his place of birth, profession, 
or the like : as, Alexander the son of Philip, Herodotus of 
Halicarnassus, Diogenes the Cynic, &c. Homer, therefore, 
complying with the custom of his country, used such dis- 
tinctive additions as better agreed with poetry. And, indeed, 
we have something parallel to these in modern times, such as 
the names of Harold Harefoot, Edmund Ironside, Edward 
Long-shanks, Edward the Black Prince, &c. If yet this be 
thought to account better for the propriety, than for the repe- 
tition, I shall add a further conjectare. Hesiod, dividing the 
world into its different ages, has placed a fourth age between the 
brazen and the iron one, of * heroes distinct from other men ; 
a divine race, who fought at Thebes and Troy, are called demi- 
gods, and live by the care of Jupiter in the islands of the 
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bletfed V Now, among the divine honours which were paid 
then, thejr might have Ibis also in common with the gods, not 
to be mentioned withont the solemnity of an epithet, and snch 
as might be acceptable to them by celebrating their fomilies, 
actions, or qaaiilies. 

What other cavils have been raised against Homer, are snch 
as hardly deserve Br reply, but will yet be taken notice of as 
they occur in the course of the work. Many have been occa- 
sioned by an injudicious endeavour to exalt Virgil ; which is 
mncb the same, as if one should think to raise the super- 
stractnre by undermining the foundation : one would imagine, 
by the whole course of their parallels, that these critics never 
ao much as heard of Homer's having written first ; a consi- 
deration which, whoever compares these two poets, ought to 
have Always in his eye. Some accuse him for the same things 
which they overlook or praise in the other; as when they 

Jirefer the fable and moral of the ^neis to thdse of the Iliad, 
or the same reasons which might set the Odyssey above the 
.£oeis ; as that the hero is a wiser man, and the action of the 
one more beneficial to his country than that of the other : or 
else they blame him for not doing what he never designed ; as 
because Achilles is nnt «« twmH and perfect a prince as 2BSneas, 
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are others, who, pretending to a fairer proceeding, distinguish 
between the personal merit of Homer and that of his work ; 
bnt when they come to assign the causes of the great reputation 
of the Iliad, they found it upon the ignorance of his times, and 
the prejudice of those that followed : and, in pursuance of this 
principle, they make those accidents (such as the contention of 
the cities, &c.) to be the causes of his fame, which were in 
realitv the consequences of bis merit. The same might as well 
be said of Virgil, or any great author, whose general character 
vrill infallibly raise manv casual additions to their reputation. 
Tbia is the method of Mens, de la Motte ; who yet confesses 
apon the whole, that in whatever a^e Homer had lived, he 
noat have been the greatest poet of his nation, and that be may 
be said in this sense to be toe master even of those who snr- 
pasaed him. 

In all these objections we see nothing that contradicts hia 



76. 



* Hesiod, lib. i. v. 155, &c. 



14 PREFACE. 

title to the honoar of the chief iovention ; and as longf as this 
(which is indeed the characteristic of poetry itself) remains 
nneqaaled by bis followers, he still continues superior to them. 
A cooler judgment may commit fewer faults, and be more ap- 

Eroyed in the eyes of one sort of critics : but that warmth of 
mcy will carry the loudest and most universal applauses, 
which holds the heart of a reader under the strongest en- 
chantment. Homer not only appears the inventor of poetry, 
but excels all the inventors of other arts in this, that be has 
swallowed up the honour of those who succeeded him. What 
he has done admitted no increase, it only left room for con- 
traction or regulation. He showed all the stretch of fancy at 
once ; and if he has failed in some of his flights, it was but be- 
cause he attempted every thing. A work of this kind seems 
like a mighty tree which rises from the most vigorous seed, is 
improred with industry, flourishes, and produces the finest 
fruit ; nature and art conspire to raise it ; pleasure and profit 
join to make it valuable: and they who find the justest 
faults, have only said, that a few branches (which run luxuriant 
through a richness of nature) might be lopped into form to give 
it a more regular appearance. 

Having now spoken of the beauties and defects of the ori- 
ginal, it remains to treat of the translation, with the same view 
to the chief characteristic. As far as that is seen in the main 
parts of the poem, such as the fable, manners, and sentiments, 
no translator can prejudice it but by wilful omissions or con- 
tractions. As it also breaks out in every particular image, de- 
scription, and simile, whoever lessens or too much softens 
those, takes off from this chief character. It is the first grand 
duty of an interpreter to give bis author entire and unmaimed ; 
and for the rest, the diction and versification only are his proper 
province; since these roust be his own, but the others he is to 
take as he finds them. 

It should then be considered what methods may afford some 
equivalent in our language for the graces of these in the 
Greek. It is certain no literal translation can be just to 
an excellent original in a superior language: but it is a great 
mistake to Jmagine (as many have done) that a rash paraphrase 
can make amends for this general defect ; which is no less in 
danger to lose the spirit of an ancient, by deviating into the 
modern manners of expression. If there be sometimes a dark- 
ness, there is often a light in antiquity, which nothing better 
preserves than a version almost literal. I know no liberties 
one ought to take, but those which are necessary for trans- 
fhsing the spirit of the original, and supporting the poetical 
style of the translation : and I will venture to say, there have 
not been more men misled in former times by a servile doll 
adherence to the letter, than have been deluded in ours by a 
chimerical insolent hope of raising and improving their author. 
It is not to be doabted that the fire of the poem is what a 
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translator sboald principally regard, as it is most likel j to ex- 
pire in his managing: however, it is his safest way to be con- 
tent with [)reserving this to his utmost in the whole, without 
eadeavooriog to be more than he finds his aathor is, in anj 
particalar place. It is a great secret in writing, to know when 
to be plain, and when poetical and figurative ; and it is what 
Homer will teach ns, if we will but follow modestly in his 
footsteps. Where his diction is bold and lofty, let ns raise 
oars as high as we can ; hot where his is plain and humble, 
we on^ht not to be deterred from imitating him by the fear of 
incamng the censure of a mere English critic. Nothing that 
belongs to Homer seems to have been more cbmmonly mis- 
taken than the just pitch of his style : some of his translators 
having swelled into fustian, in a proud confidence of the sub- 
lime ; others sunk into flatness, in a cold and timorous notion 
of simplicity. Methiuks I see these difierent followers of 
Homer, some sweating and straining after him by violent leaps 
and bounds, (the certain signs of false metal) others slowly and 
servilely creeping in his train, while the poet himself is all the 
time proceeding with an unaffected aud eqnal majesty before 
them. However, of the two extremes one could sooner pardon 
frenzy than frigidity : no author is to be envied for such com- 
mendations as he may gain by that character of style which his 
friends must agree together to call simplicity, and the rest of 
the world will call dulness. There is a graceful and dignified 
simplicity, as well as a bold and sordid one; which dmer as 
much from each other as the air of a plain man from that of a 
sloven: it is one thing to be tricked op, and another not to be 
dressed at all. Simplicity is the mean between ostentation an^ 
rusticity. 

This pure and noble simplicity is no where in snch perfection 
as in the Soripture and our author. One may afib'm, with all 
respect to the inspired writings, that the divine Spirit made 
use of no other words but what were intelligible and common 
to men at that time, and in that part of the world ; and, as 
Homer is the author nearest to those, bis style must of course 
bear a greater resemblance to the sacred books than that of 
any other writer. This consideration (together with what has 
been observed of the parity of some of his thoughts) may me- 
thinks induce a translator on the one hand to give in to several 
of those general phrases and manners of expression, which have 
attained a veneration even in our language from being used in 
the Old Testament ; as, on the other, to avoid those which have 
been appropriated to the Divinity, aud in. a manner consigned 
to mystery and religion. 

For a further preservation of this air of simplicity, a par- 
ticalar care should be taken to express with all plunness those 
moral sentences and proverbial speeches which are so numerous 
in this poet. They nave something tenerable, and, as I may 
say, oraoalar, in that anadomed gravity and shortness ¥ritn 
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which they are delivered : a g^ace which woald be atterly lost 
bjf eadeavoariiDg to g^ive them what we call a more ingeaious 
(that is, a more modern) turn io the paraphrase. 

Perhaps the mixtare of some Greecisms and old words, after 
the maoDer of Milton, if done without too mach affectation, 
might not have an ill effect in a version of this particular work, 
which most of any other seems to require a venerable antiqae 
cast. But certainly the use of modern terms of war and go- 
vernmeat, such as ' platoon, campaign, junto,' or the like (into 
which some of his translators have fallen), cannot he allowable; 
those only excepted without which it is impossible to treat the 
sabiects in any living language. 

There are two peculiarities in Homer's diction, which are a 
sort of marks or moles by which every common eye distio- 
gaishes him at first sight ; those who are not his greatest ad- 
mirers look upon them as defects, and those who are seem 
pleased with them as beauties. I speak of liis compound epi> 
thets, and of his repetitious. Many of the former cannot be 
done literally into English without destroying the purity of oar 
langoage. 1 believe such should be retained as slide easily of 
themselves into an English compound, without violence to the 
ear or to the received rules of composition, as well as those 
which have received a sanction from the authority of our best 
poets, and are become, familiar through their use of them ; such 
as ' the cloud-CQfnpelling Jove,'&c. As for the rest, whenever 
any can be as fully and significantly expressed in a single word 
as in a compounded ofye, the course to be taken is obvious. 

Some that cannot be so tdri^ed as to preserve their full image 
by one or two words, may have justice done them by circumlo- 
cation ; as the epithet (tvo0-i(pi>xxo; to a mountain, would appear 
little or ridiculous translated literally ' leaf-shaking,' but affords 
a majestic ideaia the periphrasis: * the lofty mountain shakes 
his waving woods.' Others that admit of different significa- 
tions, may receive an advantage by a judicious variation ac- 
cording to the occasions on which they are introduced. For 
example, the epithet of Apollo, ixh6}Xoc, or ' far-shooting,' is 
capable of two explications ; one literal in respect of the darts 
and bow, the ensigns of that god ; the other allegorical 
with regard to the rays of the sun ; therefore, in such places 
where Apollo is represented as a god in person, I would use 
the former interpretation, and where the effects of the sun are 
described, I would make choice of the latter. Upon the whole, 
it will be necessary to avoid that perpetual repetition of the 
same epithets which we find in Homer, and which, though it 
might be accommodated (as has been already shown) to the 
ear of those times, is by no means so to ours : but one may wait 
for opportunities of placing them, where they derive an addi- 
tional tMsauty from the occasions on which they are employed ; 
and in doing this properly, a translator may at once show hu 
fancy and his jadgmeot. 
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As for Homer's rq>etitioDs, vre may divide them into tbree 
torts ^ of whole narrations and speeches, of single sentences, 
and of one verse or hemistich. I hope it is not impossible to 
bare soch a regard to these, as neither to lose so known a mark 
of the author on the one band, nor to offend the reader too 
much on the otheA. The repetition is not nngracefnl in those 
speeches where the dignity of the speaker renders it a sort of 
insolence to alter his words ; as in the messages from gods to 
men, or from higher powers to inferiors in concerns of state, or 
where the ceremonial of religion seems to require it, in the 
solemn forms of prayers, oaths, or the like. In other cases, I 
believe the best role is, to be guided by the nearness, or dis* 
tance, at which the repetitions - are placed in the original : 
when they follow too close, one may vary the expression, bnt 
it is a question whether a professed translator be anthorized to 
omit any ; if they be tedioas, the author is to answer for it. 

It onfy remains to speak of the versification. Homer (as has 
been said) is perpetually applying the sound to the sense, and 
varying it on every new subject This is indeed one of the 
most exquisite beauties of poetry, and attainable by very few : 
I know only of Homer eminent for it in the Greek, and Virgil 
in Liatin. 1 am sensible it i8>rllftl Uliiyv^metimes happen oy 
chance, when a writer is wandCs^l^lly^^l^ed of his image: 
however, it may be reasonifor^believed (bey designed this, in 
whose verse it so maniKsl^ apoe^r^iaa superior de^ee to 
all others. Few reader/ Imve tUb ear t0 be iu^ges of it ; bat 
those who have will see 1 hA^e eacKavVn^red at fhis beaaty. 

Upon the whole, 1 mqsYxionf/svmjMielf utterly incapable of 
doing justice to Homer. >I Mtempt him in no other hope bat 
that which one may entertaKi^ithout much viimity, of giving a 
more tolerable copy of him tmia any'entijEe translation in verse 
has vet done. We have only thds^tsT^apman, Hobbes, and 
Ogilbv. Chapman has taken the advantap^e of an immea- 
sarable length of verse, notwithstanding which, there is scarce 
any paraphrase more loose and rambling than his. He has 
frequent interpolations of four or six lines ; and I remember 
one in the thirteenth book of the Odyssey, ver. 313, where he 
has span twenty verses out of two. He is often mistaken in so 
bold a manner, that one might think he deviated on purpose, 
if be did not in other places of his notes insist so much upon 
verbal trifles. He appears to have had a strong affectation of 
extracting new meanings out of his author ; insomuch as to 

Eromise, in his rhyming preface, a poem of the mysteries he 
ad revealed in Homer : and perhaps he endeavoured to strain 
the obvious sense to this end. His expression is involved in 
fustian ; a fault for which he was remarkable in his original 
writings, as in the tragedy of Bossy d'Amboise, &c. In a word, 
the nature of the man may account for his whole performance ; 
for be appears from his preface and remarks to nave been of 

c2 
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an arrof^ant tarn, and an entbasiast in poetry. His own boast, 
of having finished half the Iliad in less than fifteen weeks, 
shows with what negligence bis version was performed. Bat 
that which is to be allowed him, and which very roach con- 
tribated to cover his defects, is a daring fiery spirit that ani- 
raatea bis translation, which is something like what one might 
imag^e Homer himself woold have writ before he arrived at 
years of discretion. 

Hobbes has given us a correct explanation of the sense io 
Moeral ; bat for particulars and circumstances he continually 
fops them, and often omits the most beaatifnl. As for its being 
esteemed a close translation, 1 doubt not many have been led 
into that error by the shortness of it, which proceeds not from 
his following the original line by line, but from the contrac- 
tions abovementioned. He sometimes omits whole similes and 
sentences ; and is now and then guilty of mistakes, into which 
no writer of his learning could have fallen, but through care- 
lessness. His poetry, as well as Ogilby's, is too mean for 
criticism. 

It is a great loss to the poetical world that Mr. Dryden did 
not live, to translate the Iliad. He has left us pqly the first 
book, and a small part of the sixth ; in which if lie has in some 
places not truly interpreted the sense, or preserved the anti- 
quities, it ought to be excused on accoant of the haste he was 
obliged to write in. He seems to have had too n^uch regard 
to Chapman, whose words he sometimes copies^ and has unhap- 
pily followed him in passages where be wanders fropi the ori- 
ginal. However, had he translated the whole work, I would 
no more have attempted Homer after him than Virgil: his 
version of whom (notwithstanding some human erroj-s) is the 
most noble and spirited translation I know in any language. 
But the fate of great geniuses is like that of great niinisters; 
though they are confessedly the first in the commonwealth of 
1/Btters, they must be Envied and calumniated only for being at 
the head of it. 

That which in my opinion ought to be the endeavour of any 
one who translates Homer, is above all things to keep alive 
that spirit and fire which makes his chief character : in par- 
ticular places, where the sense can bear any doubt, to follow the 
strongest and most poetical, as most agreeing with ^hat cha- 
racter ; to copy him in all the variations of his style, and the 
different modulations of his numbers; to preserve in the more 
active or descriptive parts, a warmth and elevation; in the 
more sedate or narrative, a plainness and solemnity ; in the 
speeches, a fulness and perspicuity ; in the sentences, a short- 
ness and gravity : not to neglect even the little figures and 
turns on the words, nor sometimes the very cast of the periods ; 
neither to omit nor confound any rites or customs of antiquity: 
perhaps too he oaght to inciade the whole in a shorter compasa 
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thao bai hilberto been done bj aoj translator who hastolerablj 
preserved eitber tbe sense or poetrj. Wbat I would fortber 
recommend to bim is, to study bis antbor ratber from bis own 
text, tban from mdj oomroentaries, bow learned soever, or 
wbatever 6gare tbey maj make in tbe estimation of tbe world ; 
to consider Dim attentively in comparison witb Virgil above all 
the ancients, and witb Milton above all tbe modems. Next 
tbete, tbe Arcbbisbop of Gambray's Teleroacbos may give bim 
the trnest idea of tbe spirit and tarn of oar author ; and Bosso's 
admirable treatise of tbe Epic poem tbe jostest notion of bb 
design and conduct. But after all, witb whatever judgment 
and studv a man may proceed, or witb whatever happiness be 
may perform such a work, be must hope to please but a few ; 
those only who have at once a taste of poetrj^, and competent 
learning. For to satisfy such as want either, is not in tne na- 
ture of this undertaking ; since a mere modern wit can like 
nothing that is not modern, and a pedant nothing that is not 
Greek. 

Wbat I have done is submitted to tbe public, from whose 
opinions I am prepared to learn ; tbouiih I fear no judges so 
little as our best poets, who are most sensible of tbe weight of 
this task. As for tbe worst, whatever they shall please to say, 
tbey may give me some concern as they are unhappy men, h\ii 
none as tbey are malignant writers. 1 was guided in this trans- 
lation by judgments very different from theirs, and by persons 
for whom tbey can have no kindness, if an old observation be 
true, that the strongest antipathy in the world is that of fools 
to men of wit Mr. Addison was the first whose advipe detpfr 
minMl me to undertake this task ; who was pleased to write tq 
me upon that opca^ion in sucb terms as I cannot repeat without 
vanity. I was obliged to Sir Richard Steele for a very early 
recommendation of my undertaking to tbe public. Dr. Swift 
promoted mv interest with that warmth with which he always 
serves his friend. The humanity and frankness of Sir Samuel 
Gartb are what I never knew wanting on any occasion. 1 must 
also acknowledge, witb infinite pleasure, the many friendly 
ofiksee, as well as sincere criticisms, of Mr. Congreve, who bad 
led me the way in translating some parts of Homer. I most 
add tbe names of Mr. Rowe and Dr. Parnell, though I shall 
take a further opportunity of doing justice to the last, whose 
good-nature (to give it a great panegyric) is no less extensive 
tbao bis learning. The favour of these gentlemen is not en- 
tirely undeserved by one who bears them so true an affection. 
But what can 1 say of tbe honour so many of the great have 
done me ; while tbe first names of tbe age appear as my sub: 
•oribers, and the most distingubhed patrons and ornaments of 
learniog as my chief encouragers? Among .these it is a par- 
ticular pleasure to me to find, that my bignest obligations ^re 
to tuoh who have done most honour to tbe name of poet : that 
bb grace tbe DidLO of Buckingham was not displeased 1 should 
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nodertake tbe author to whom be has given (in his excellent 
Bsiaj) so complete a praise : 

* Read Homer once, and yon can read no more ; 
For all books else appear so mean, so poor. 
Verse will seem prose : bat still persist to read. 
And Homer will be all the books yoa need.' 

That the Earl of Halifax was one of the first to favonr me; of 
whom it is hard to say whether the advancement of the polite 
arts is more owing to his generosity or his example. That 
sach a genins as my Lord Bolinghroke, not more distinguished 
in the great scenes of business, than in all the useful and enter- 
taining parts of learning, has not refused to be the critic of 
these sheets, and the patron of their writer. And that the 
noble author of the tragedy of ' Heroic Love,' bas continued 
his partiality to me, from my writing pastorals, to my attempt- 
ing the Iliad. I cannot deny fnyself tbe pride of confessing, 
that I have had the advantage not only of their advice for the 
condoct in general, but their correction of several particulars 
^f this translation. 

I could say a great deal of the pleasure of being distinguished 
by the Barl of Carnarvon ; but it is almost absurd to particu- 
larize any one generous action in a person whose whole life is 
a continued series of them. Mr. Stanhope, the present secre- 
tary of state, will pardon my desire of having it known that he 
'was pleased to promote this affair. The particular zeal of 
Mr. Harcourt (the son of the late Lord Chancellor) gave me a 

F roof how much I am honoured in a share of bis friendship, 
must attribute to the same motive that of several others of 
my friends : to whom all acknowledgments are rendered nnne- 
cessar^f by the privileges of a familiar correspondence; and I 
am satisfied I can no way better oblige men of their turn, than 
4>y my silence. 

In short, I have fonnd more patrons than ever Homer wanted. 
He would have thought himself happy to have met the same 
favour at Athens that has been shown me by its learned rival, 
the University of Oxford. And I can hardly envy him those 
pompoas.honours he received after death, when I reflect on 
the enjoyment of so many agreeable obli|2:ations, and easy 
friendships, which make the satisfaction of life. This distinc- 
tion is the more to be acknowledged, as it is shown to one 
whose pen has never gratified the prejudices of particular 
parties, or the vanities of particular men. Whatever the suc- 
cess may prove, I shall noTer repent of an undertaking in which 
I have experienced the candour and friendship of so many per- 
sons of merit ; and in which I hope to pass some of those years 
of you(h that are generally lost in a circle of follies, ainer a 
manner neither wholly nnnsefal to others, oor disagreeable to 
myself. 
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BOOK I. 
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THE CONTENTION OF ACHILLES AND AGAMEMNON. 

la the war of Troy, the Greeks having sacked some of the 
oeigfabooriDg towos, and taken from thence two beantifol 
eapiiyea, Chrjseis and Briseis, allotted the first to Agamem- 
non, and the last to Achilles. Chryses, the father of Chry- 
aeis, and priest of Apollo, comes to the Grecian camp to 
ransom her ; with which the action of the poem opens, in 
the tenth year of the siege. The priest being refused, and 
ituuAmilj dismissed by Agamemnon, entreats forjvengeance 
from his god ; who inflicts a pestilence on the Greeks. 
Achillea cdls a council, and encoarages Cbalcas to declare 
the oaase of it ; wbo attribntes it to the refas)Ed of Chryse'is. 
The king, being obliged to send back bis captive, enters 
into a forioas contest with Achilles, which Nestor pacifies ; 
however, as he had the absolute command of the army, he 
seizes on Briseis in revenge. Achilles in discontent with- 
draws himself and his forces from the rest of the Greeks ; 
and complaining to Thetis, she supplicates Jupiter to render 
them aensible of the wrong done to her son, by giving vic- 
tory to' the Trojans. Jupiter granting her suit incenses 
Juno : between whom the debate runs high, till tbey are 
reconciled by the address of Vulcan. 

The time of two-and-twenty days is taken up in this 
book ; nine during the plague, one in the council and quar- 
rel of the princes, and twelve for Jupiter's stay with the 
Ethiopians, at whose return Thetis prefers her petition. 
The scene lies in the Grecian camp, then changes to Chrysa, 
and lastly to Olympus. 



Achilles' wrath, to Greece the direful spring 
Of woes unnumber'd, heavenly goddess, sing ! 
That wrath which hurl'd to Pluto's gloomy reign 
The souls of mighty chiefs untimely slain ; 
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Whose limbs unburied, on the naked shore, 
Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore : 
Since great Achilles andAtrides strove, [Jove! 
Such was the sovereign doom, and such the will of 

Declare, O Muse ! in what ill-fated hour 
Sprung the fierce strife, from what offended 
Latona's son a dire contagion spread, [power ? 
And heap'd the camp with mountains of the dead; 
The king of men his reverend priest defied. 
And for the king's offence the people died. 

For Chryses sought with costly gifts to gain 
His captive daughter from the victor's chain. 
Suppliant the venerable father stands ; 
Apollo^s awful ensigns grace his hands : 
By these he begs ; and, lowly bending down, 
Extends the sceptre and the laurel crown. 
He sued to all, but chief implored for grace 
The brother kings, of Atreus' royal race. 

* Ye kings and warriors, may your vows be 
crown'd. 
And Troy's proud walls lie level with the ground. 
May Jove restore you, when your toils are o'er, 
Safe to the pleasures of your native shore. 
But, oh ! relieve a wretched parent's pain, 
And give Chryse'i's to these arms again : 
If mercy fail, yet let my presents move, 
And dread avenging Phoebus, son of Jove.' 

The Greeks in shouts their joint assent declare, 
The priest to reverence, and release the fair. 
Not so Atrides : he, with kingly pride, 
Repulsed the sacred sire, and thus replied — 

' Hence, on thy life, and fly these hostile plains. 
Nor ask, presumptuous, what the king detains : 
Hence, with thy laurel crown, and golden rod ; 
Nor trust too far those ensigns of thy god.! 



\ 
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Mine is liiy daughter, priest, and shall remain ; 
And prayers, and tears, and bribes, shall plead 

in vain; 
Till time shall rifle every youthful grace, 
And age dismiss her from my cold embrace. 
In daily labours of the loom employed, 
Or doom'd to deck the bed she once enjoy'd. 
Hence, then ! to Argos shall the maid retire. 
Far firom her native soil and weeping sire.' 

The trembling priest along the shore returned. 
And in the anguish of a father mourn'd. 
Disconsolate, not daring to complain. 
Silent he wander'd by the sounding main : b 
Till, safe at distance, to his god he prays. 
The god who darts around the world his rays. 

' O Smintheus ! sprung from fair Latona's line. 
Thou guardian power of Cilia the divine. 
Thou source of light ! whom Tenedos adores, 
Ajid whose bright presence gilds thy Chrysa's 

shores : 
If e'er with wreaths I hung thy sacred fane. 
Or fed the flames with fat of oxen slain ; 
God of the silver bow ! thy shafts employ. 
Avenge thy servant, and the Greeks destroy.' 

Thus Chryses pray'd : — the favouring power at- 
And from Olympus' lofty tops descends, [tends. 
Bent was his bow, the Grecian hearts to wound ; 
Fierce as he moved, his silver shafts resound.. 
Breathing revenge, a sudden night he spread. 
And gloomy darkness roll'd about his head. 
The fleet in view, he twang'd his deadly bow. 
And hissing fly the feather'd fates below. 
On mules and dogs the' infection first began; 
And last, the vengeful arrows fix'd in man. 
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For nine long nights, through all the dusky air. 
The pyres, thick-flaming, shot a dismal glare. 
But ere the tenth revolving day was run, 
Inspired by Juno, Thetis' godlike son 
Convened to council all the Grecian train ; 
For much the goddess moum'd her heroes slain. 
The' assembly seated, rising o'er the rest, 
Achilles thus the king of men address'd : 
* Why leave we not the fatal Trojan shore. 
And measure back the seas we cross'd before ? 
The plague destroying whom the sword would 
'Tis time to save the few remains of war. [spare, 
But let some prophet, or some sacred sage. 
Explore the cause of great Apollo's rage; 
Or learn the wasteful vengeance to remove 
By mystic dreams, for dreams descend from Jove. 
If broken vows this heavy curse have laid. 
Let altars smoke, and hecatombs be paid. 
So Heaven atoned, shall dying Greece restore. 
And Phoebus dart his burning shafts no more.' 

He said, and sat; whenChalcas thus replied; 
Chalcas the wise, the Grecian priest and guide; 
That sacred seer, whose comprehensive view 
The past, the present, and the future, knew : 
Uprising slow, the venerable sage 
Thus spoke the prudence and the fears of age : 

* Beloved of Jove, Achilles ! wouldst thou know 
Why angry Phoebus bends his fatal bow ? 
First give thy faith, and plight a prince's word 
Of sure protection, by thy power and sword : 
For I must speak what wisdom would conceal, 
And truths, invidious to the great, reveal. 
Bold is the task, when subjects, grown too wise^ 
Instruct a monarch where his error lies ; 
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For ^augh we deem the shortr-liyed fury past, | 
Tis sure the mighty will reyenge at last.' 

To whom Pelides — "' From thy inmost soul 
Speak what thou know'st^ and speak without 

control. 
E'en by that god I swear, who rules the day. 
To whom thy hands the tows of Greece conyey. 
And whose bless'd oracles thy lips declare ; 
Long as Achilles breathes this vital air, 
No daring Greek, of all the numerous band^ 
Against his priest shall lift an impious hand ; 
Not e'en the chief by whom our hosts are led. 
The king of kings, shall touch that sacred head.' 
Encouraged thus, the blameless man replies : 
* Nor vows unpaid, nor slighted sacrifice. 
But he, our chief, provoked the raging pest, 
Apollo's vengeance for his injured priest. 
Nor will the god's awaken'd fury cease, [crease. 
But plagues shall spread, and funeral fires in- 
Till the great king, without a ransom paid. 
To her own Chrysa send the black-eyed maid. 
Perhaps, with added sacrifice and prayer. 
The priest may pardon, and the god may spare.' 
Tfae^rophet spoke : when with a gloomy firown 
The monarch started from his shining throne ; 
Black choler fillM his breast that boU'd with ire. 
And from his eyeballs flash'd the living fire : — 
' Augur accursed ! denouncing mischief still. 
Prophet of plagues, for ever boding ill I [bring. 
Still must that tongue some wounding message 
And still thy priestly pride provoke thy king ? 
For this are Phcebus' oracles explored, 
To teach the Greeks to murmur at their lord ? 
For this with falsehoods is my honour stain'd. 
Is Heaven offended, and a priest profaned ; 
76. D 
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Because my prize, my beauteous maid, I hold 
And heavenly charms prefer to proffer'd gold \ 
A maid, unmatched in manners as in face, 
Skill'd in each art, and crown'd with every graci 
Not half so dear were Clytemnestra's charms. 
When first her blooming beauties bless'd my arm 
Yet if the gods demand her, let her sail ; 
Our cares are only for the public weal : 
Let me be deem'd the hateful cause of all. 
And suffer, rather than my people fall. 
The prize, the beauteous prize I will resign. 
So dearly valued, and so justly mine. f) 

But since for common good I yield the fair. 
My private lo^s4et*gmteful Greece repair ; 
Nor unrew^traed-«feG^|^hr prince complain. 
That he akQ>6 ha& loug^^nd bled in vain.' 

' Insatiate IdAg^J^cMlps thus replies) 
Fond of lira powv, «ut loader of the prize ! 
Wouldst\tnfiji \ae Gremas their lawful pre 

showl^ield, *^/ 
The due rewaW v( ttfany a well-fought field ? 
The spoils of cities razed and warriors slain. 
We share with justice, as with toil we gain : 
But to resume whatever thy avarice craves, 
(That trick of tyrants) may be borne by slaves 
Yet if our chief for plunder only fight. 
The spoils of Ilion shall thy loss requite. 
Whene'er, by Jove's decree,our conqueringpowe 
Shall huipble to the dust her lofty towers.' 

Then thus the king — * Shall I my prize resig 
With tame content, and thou possess'd of thine 
Great as thou art, and like a god in fight, 
Think not to rob me of a soldier's right. 
At thy demand shall I restore the maid ? 
First, let the just equivalent be paid ; 
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Such as a king might ask ; and let it be 
A treasure worthy her, and worthy me. 
Or grant me this, or with a monarch's claim 
This hand shall seize some other captive dame. 
The mighty Ajax shall his prize resign ; 
Ulysses' spoils, or e'en thy own, be mine. 
The man who suffers, loudly may complain ; 
And rage he may, but he shall rage in vain. 
But this .when time requires — It now remains 
We launch a bark to plough the watery plains, 
And waft the sacrifice to Chrysa's shores. 
With chosen pilots, and with labouring oars. 
Soon shall the fair the sable ship ascend. 
And some deputed prince the charge attend ; 
This Greta's king, or Ajax shall fulfil. 
Or wise Ulysses see perform'd our will ; 
Or, if our royal pleasure shall ordain,' 
Achilles' self conduct her o'er the main ; 
Let fierce Achilles, dreadful in his rage^ 
The god propitiate, and the pest assuage.' 

At this, Pelides, frowning stern, replied— 
* O tyrant, arm'd with insolence and pride ! 
Inglorious slave to interest, ever join'd 
With fraud, unworthy of a royal mind ! 
What generous Greek, obedient to thy word. 
Shall form an ambush, or shall lift the sword ? 
What cause have I to war at thy decree ? 
The. distant Trojans never injured me : 'I ti ^^' 
To Phthia's realms no hostile troops they led : 
Safe in her vales my warlike coursers fed ; 
Far hence removed, the hoarse-resounding main, 
And walls of rocks, secure my native reign, 
Whose fruitful soil luxuriant harvests grace. 
Rich in her fruits, and in her martial race. 
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Hither we sail'd, a voluntary throng, 
To' avenge a private, not a public wrong : 
What else to Troy the' assembled nations draws. 
But thine, ungrateful ! and thy brother's cause ? 
Is this the pay our blood and toils deserve ; 
Disgraced and injured by the man we serve ? 
And darest thou threat to snatch my prize away. 
Due to the deeds of many a dreadful day ? 
A prize as small, O tyrant ! match'd with thine, 
As thy own actions, if compared to mine. 
Thine in each conquest is the wealthy prey. 
Though mine the sweat and danger of the day. 
Some trivial presents to my ships I bear ; 
Or barren praises pay the wounds of war. 
But know, proud monarch, I 'm thy slave no more ; 
My fleet shall waft me to Thessalia's shore : 
Left by Achilles on the Trojan plain, 
What spoils, what conquests shall Atrides gain ?' 
To this the king — ^ Fly, mighty warrior ! fly { 
Thy aid we need not, and thy threats defy. 
There want not chiefs in such a cause to fight ; 
And Jove himself shall guard a monarch's right. 
Of all the kings, (the gods' distinguished care) 
To power superior none such hatred bear : 
Strife and debate thy restless soul employ. 
And wars and horrors are thy savage joy. 
If thou hast strength, 'twas Heaven that strength 

bestow'd ; 
For know, vain man ! thy valour is from God. 
Haste, launch thy vessels, fly with speed away; 
Rule thy own realms with arbitrary sway ; 
I heed thee not, but prize at equal rate [hate. 
Thy short-lived friendship, and thy groundless 
Go, threat thy earth-bom Myrmidons : — ^but here 
'Tis mine to threaten, prince, and thine to fear. 
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Ejiow, if the god the beauteous dame demand^ 
My bark shall waft her to her native land ; 
But then prepare, imperious prince ! prepare, 
Fierce as thou art, to yield thy captive fair : 
E'en in thy tent I '11 seize the blooming prize, 
Thy loved Briseis with the radiant eyes, [hour 
Hence shaltthou prove my might, and curse the 
Thou stood'st a rival of imperial power ; 
And hence, to all our host it shall be known, 
That kings are subject to the gods alone.' i ^' 

Achilles heard, with grief and rage oppress'd. 
His heart swelled high, and labour'd in his breast ; 
Distracting thoughts by turns his bosom ruled ; 
Now fired by wrath, and now by reason cool'd : 
That prompts his hand to draw the deadly sword. 
Force through tjve^*"^^©!^, and pierce their 

haughtv'^^idi ^^-X 
This whispersA^, his.y^n^^tice to control. 
And calm thdrisin^Wn^^st^^his soul. 
Just as in angkiuh^f/su^pen^je/he stay'd. 
While half u\s^ath'd apf^iir'd the glittering 
Minerva swift ctesQendedfpam above, [blade. 
Sent by the sister and tfie wife of Jove ; 
(For both the princes claim'd her equal care) 
Behind she stood, and by the golden hair 
Achilles seized ; to him alone confess'd ; 
A sable cloud conceal'd her from the rest. 
He sees, and sudden to the goddess cries. 
Known by the flames that sparkle from her eyes — 

^ Descends Minerva, in her guardian care, 
A heavenly witness of the wrongs I bear 
From Atreus' son ? — ^Then let those eyes that view 
The daring crime, behold the vengeance too.' 
- * Forbear ! (the progeny of Jove replies) 
To calm thy fury I forsake the skies : 

d2 
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Let great Achilles^ to the gods resigned, 
To reason yield the empire o'er his mind. 
By awful Juno this conunand is given ; 
The king and you are both the care of Heavei 
The force of keen reproaches let him feel ; 
But sheath, obedient, thy revenging steel, 
For I pronounce (and trust a heavenly power) 
Thy injured honour has its fated hour. 
When the proud monarch shall thy arms implore 
And bribe thy friendship with a boundless ston 
Then let revenge no longer bear the sway ; 
Command thy passions, and the gods obey.' 

To her Pelides— -* With regardful ear, 
'TIS just, O goddess ! I thy dictates hear. 
Hard as it is, my vengeance I suppress : 
Those who revere the gods, the gods will bless 
He said, observant of the blue-eyed maid ; 
Then in the sheath return'd the shining blade. 
The goddess swift to high Olympus flies. 
And joins the sacred senate of the skies. 

Nor yet the rage his boiling breast forsook. 
Which thus redoubling on Atrides broke — 
* O monster ! mix'd of insolence and fear. 
Thou dog in forehead, but in heart a deer ! 
When wert thou known in ambush'd fights to dare 
Or nobly face the horrid front of war ? '^^ 

'Tis ours the chance of fighting fields to try ; 
Thine to look on, and bid the valiant die : 
So much 'tis safer through the camp to go. 
And rob a subject, than despoil a foe. 
Scourge of thy people, violent and base ! 
Sent in Jove's anger on a slavish race ; 
Who, lost to sense of generous freedom past, 
^re tamed to wrongs ; — or this had been thy last 
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Now, by this sacred sceptre, hear me swear, 

Which never more shall leaves or blossoms bear. 

Which sever'd from the trunk (as I from thee) 

On the bare mountains left its parent tree ; 

This sceptre, form'd by temper'd steel to prove 

An ensign of the delegates of Jove, 

From whom the power of laws and j ustice springs : 

(Tremendous oath ! inviolate to kings) 

By this I swear : — when bleeding Greece again 

Shall call Achilles, she shall call in vain. 

When, flush'd with slaughter. Hector comes tq^  

spread 
The purpled shore with mountains of the dead. 
Then shalt thou mourn the' aflront thy madness 

gave, 
Foreed to deplore, when impotent to save : 
Then rage in bitterness of soul, to know 
i This act has made the bravest Greek thy foe/ 
He spoke ; and furious hurl'd against the ground 
His sceptre, starr'd with golden studs around : 
Then sternly silent sat. With like disdain 
The raging king return'd his frowns again. 

To calm their passions with the words of age, 
Slow from his seat arose the Pylian sage. 
Experienced Nestor, in persuasion skill'd ; 
Words, sweet as honey, from his lips distill'd : 
Two generations now had pass'd away. 
Wise by his rules, and happy by his sway ; 
Two ages o'er his native realm he reign'd. 
And now the' example of the third remained. 
All view'd with awe the venerable man ; 
Who thus with mild benevolence began — 

* What shame, what woe is this to Greece ! 
what joy 
ToTroy's proud monarch, and the friends of Tco^^ 



f 
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That adverse gods commit to stem debate 
The best, the bravest, of the Grecian state ! 
Young as ye are, this youthful heat restrain, 
Nor think your Nestor's years and wisdom vaii 
A godlike race of heroes once I knew. 
Such as no more these aged eyes shall view! 
lives there a chief to match Pirithous' fame. 
Dry as the bold, or Ceneus' deathless name ; 
Theseus, endued with more than mortal might. 
Or Polyphemus, like the gods in fight ? 
With these of old, to toils of battle bred. 
In early youth my hardy days I led ; 
Fired with the thirst which virtuous envy breed 
And smit with love of honourable deeds. 
Strongest of men, they pierced the mountain boa 
Ranged the wild deserts red with monsters' gor 
And from their hills the shaggy Centaurs tore 
Yet these with soft persuasive arts I sway'd ; 
When Nestor spoke, they listen'd and obey'd. 
If in my youth, e'en these esteem'd me wise ; 
Do you, young warriors, hear my age advise. 
Atrides, seize not on the beauteous slave ; 
That prize the Greeks by common suffrage gav« 
Nor thou, Achilles, treat our prince with prid 
Let kings be just, and sovereign power preside 
Thee, the first honours of the war adorn. 
Like gods in strength, and of a goddess born ; 
Him, awful majesty exalts above 
The powers of earth, and sceptred sons of Jov 
Let both unite with well-consenting mind, 
So shall authority with strength be join'd. 
Leave me, O king ! to calm Achilles' rage ; 
Rule thou thyself, as more advanced in age. 
Forbid it, gods ! Achilles should be lost. 
The pride of Greece, and bulwark of our hos 
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This said, he ceased. The kmg of men replies : 
' Thy years are awful, and thy words are wise. 
But that imperious, that unconqiier'd soul, 
No laws can limit, no respect control. 
Before his pride must his superiors fall ; 
His word die law, and he the lord of all ? 
Him must our hosts, our chiefs, ourself, obey 7 
What king can bear a rival in his sway? 
Grant that the gods his matchless force have given; 
Has foul reproach a privilege from Heaven V — 

Here on die monarch's speech Achilles broke, 
And furious, thus, and interrupting spoke — 
* Tyrant, I well deserved thy galling chain. 
To live thy slave, and still to serve in vain. 
Should I submit to each unjust decree : — 
Command thy vassa^, but command not me. 
Seize on Brise'is whom the Grecians doomed 
My prize of war, yet tamely see resumed ; 
And seize secure ; no more Achilles draws 
His conquering sword in any woman's cause, 
The gods command me to forgive the past : 
But let this first invasion be the last : [vade, 
For know, thy blood, when next thou darest in- 
Shall stream in vengeance on my reeking blade.' 

At this they ceased : the stem debate expired : 
The chiefs in sullen majesty retired. 

Achilles with Patroclus took his way 
Where near his tents his hollow vessels lay. 
Meantime Atrides launch'd with numerous oars 
A well-rigg'd ship for Chrysa's sacred shores : 
High on the deck was fair Chrysei's placed, 
And sage Ulysses with the conduct graced : 
Safe in her sides the hecatomb they stow'd, 
Then swiftly sailing, cut the liquid road. 
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The host to expiate, next the kmg prepares. 
With pure lustrations, and with solemn prayen 
Washed by the briny wave, the pious train 
Are cleansed ; and cast the' ablutions in the mail 
Along the shore whole hecatombs were laid. 
And bulls and goats to Phoebus' altars paid ; 
The sable fumes in curling spires arise, 
And waft their grateful odours to the skies. 

The army thus in sacred rites engaged, 
Atrides still with deep resentment raged. 
To wait his will two sacred heralds stood, 
Talthybius and Eurybates the good. 
* Haste to the fierce Achilles' tent (he cries) 
Thence bear Briseis as our royal prize : 
Submit he must ; or, if they will not part, 
Ourself in arms shall tear ^er from his heart/ 

The' unwillingheralds act their lord's commands 
Pensive they walk along the barren sands : 
Arrived, the hero in his tent they find, 
With gloomy aspect, on his arm reclined. 
At awful distance longithey silent stand, 
Loath to advance, or speak their hard command 
Decent confusion ! ThisM;he godhke man 
Perceived, and thus with accent mild began — 

* With leave and honour enter our abodes. 
Ye sacred ministers of men and gods ! 
I know your message ; by constraint you came 
Not you, but your imperious lord, I blame. 
Patroclus, haste, the fair Briseis bring ; 
Conduct my captive to the haughty king. 
But witness, heralds, and proclaim my vow. 
Witness to gods above, and men below ! 
But first, and loudest, to your prince declare. 
That lawless tyrant whose commands you bear': 
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Unmoved as death Achilles shall remaiii, [yein : 
Though prostrate Greece should bleed at ev^ry 
The ragmg chief in frantic passion lost. 
Blind to himself, and useless to his host, 
Unskill'd to judge the future by the past. 
In blood and slaughter shall repent at last.' 

Patroclus now the' unwilling beauty brought; 
She, in soft sorrows, and in pensive thought, 
Pass'd silent, as the heralds held her hand. 
And oft look'd back, slow moving o'er the strand. 
Not so his loss the fierce Achilles bore; 
But sad, retiring to the sounding shore, 
O'er the wild margin of the deep he hung. 
That kindred deep, fropi-'wiieii^ his mother 

sprung: /^^^ "VX 

There, bathed in tesm^ anger an<^ disdain. 
Thus loud lamented pr the iMDmaiy ^Hip — 

* O parent goddesB% s^icj^ i^esjdfy jbloom 
Thy son must fall, b^^ severe anje^om ; 
Sure, to so short a rac^sof gloryhc^n. 
Great Jove in justice shouMHMSspan adorn ; 
Honour and fame at least the thui^derer owed ; 
And ill he pays the promise of a god. 
If yon proud monarch thus thy son defies. 
Obscures my glories, and resumes my prize.' 

Far from the deep recesses of the main. 
Where aged Ocean holds his watery reign. 
The goddess-mother heard. Hie waves divide; 
And like a mist she rose above the tide ; 
Beheld him mourning on the naked shores, 
And Ihus the sorrows of his soul explores : 
* Why grieves my son ? Thy anguish let me share ; 
Reveal the cause, and trust a parent's care.' 
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He deeply sighing said — * To tell my woe. 
Is but to mention what too well you know. 
From Theb^, sacred to Apollo's name, 
(Action's realm) our conquering army came. 
With treasure loaded and triumphd,nt spoils, 
Whose just division crown'd the soldier's toils 
But bright Chriseis, heavenly prize ! was led. 
By vote selected, to the general's bed. 
The priest of Phoebus sought by gifts to gain 
His beauteous daughter from the victor's chain 
The fleet he reach'd, and, lowly bending down 
Held forth the sceptre and the laurel crown, 
Entreating all ; but chief implored for grace 
The brother-kings of Atreus' royal race : 
The generous Greeks their joint consent declare 
The priest to reverence, and release the fair ; 
Not so Atrides : he, with wonted pride, 
The sire insulted, and his gifts denied : 
The' insulted sire (his god's peculiar care) 
To Phoebus pray'd, and Phoebus heard the prayei 
A dreadful plague ensues ; the' avenging darts 
Incessant fly, and pierce the Grecian hearts. 
A prophet then, inspired by Heaven, arose. 
And points the crime, and thence derives the woes 
Myself the first, the' assembled chiefs incline. 
To' avert the vengeance of the power divine ; 
Then rising in his wrath, the monarch storm'd ; 
Incensed he threatened, and his threats perform'd 
The fair Chryseis to her sire was sent. 
With oflfer'd gifts to make the god relent ; 
But now he seized Brisei's' heavenly charms. 
And of my valour's prize defrauds my arms, 
Defrauds the votes of all the Grecian train; 
And service, faith, and justice, plead in vain. 
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But, goddess ! thou thy suppliant son attend. 
To high Olympus' shining court ascend. 
Urge all the ties to former service owed, 
And sue for vengeance to the thundering god. 
Oft hast thou triumph'd in the glorious boast, 
That thou stood^st forth of all the' etherial host, 
When bold rebellion shook the realms above. 
The* undaunted guard of cloud-compelling Jove; 
When the bright partner of his awful reign, 
The warlike maid, and monarch of the main. 
The traitor-gods, by mad ambition driven, 
D)irst threat with chains the' omnipotence of 

Heaven. 
Then, call'd by thee, the monster Titan came, 
(Whom gods Briareus, men iEgeon name) 
Through wondering skies enormous stalk'd along; 
Not he that shakes the solid earth so strong : 
With giant-pride at Jove's high throne he stands^ 
And brandish'd round him all his hundred hands : 
The' affrighted gods confess'd their awful lord, 
They dropp'd the fetters, trembled, and adored. 
This, goddess, this to his remembrance call, 
Embrace his knees, at his tribunal fall ; 
Conjure him far to drive the Grecian train. 
To hurl them headlong to their fleet and main. 
To heap the shores with copious death, and bring 
The Greeks to know the curse of such a king : 
Let Agamenmon lift his haughty head 
O'er all his wide dominion of the dead, 
And mourn in blood that e'er he durst disgrace 
The boldest warrior of the Grecian race.' 

' Unhappy son ! (fair Thetis thus replies, 
While tears celestial trickle from her eyes) 
Why have I borne thee with a mother's throes. 
To fates averse, and nursed for future woes ? 

76. E 
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So short a space the light of heaven to view ! 
So short a space ! and fiird with sorrow too ! 
O might a parent's careful wish prevail, 
Far, far from Ilion should thy vessels sail. 
And thou, from camps remote, the danger shu 
Which now, alas ! too nearly threats my son. 
Yet (what I can) to move thy suit I '11 go 
To great Olympus crown'd with fleecy snow. 
Meantime, secure within thy ships, from far 
Behold the field, nor mingle in the war. 
The sire of gods, and all the' etherial train. 
On the warm limits of the furthest main. 
Now mix with mortals, nor disdain to grace 
The feasts of -Ethiopia's blameless race ; 
Twelve days the powers indulge the genial rit 
Returning with the twelfth revolving light. 
Then will I mount the brazen dome, and mov< 
The high tribunal of immortal Jove.' 

The goddess spoke : the rolling waves unclos 
Then down the steep she plunged from when< 

she rose. 
And left him sorrowing on the lonely coast. 
In wild resentment for the fair he lost. 

In Chrysa's port now sage Ulysses rode ; 
Beneath the deck the destined victims stow'd 
The sails they furl'd, they lash the mast aside; 
And dropp'd their anchors, and the pinnace tie< 
Next on the shore their hecatomb they land ; 
Chryseis last descending on the strand. 
Her, thus returning from the furrow'd main, 
Ulysses led to Phoebus' sacred fane ; 
Where at his solemn altar, as the maid 
He gave to Chryses, thus the hero said — 

^ Hail, reverend priest ! to Phoebus' awful don 
A suppliant 1 from great Atrides come : 
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Unransom'd, here receive the spotless fair ; 
Accept the hecatomb the Greeks prepare ; 
And may thy god who scatters darts around. 
Atoned by sacrifice, desist to wound.' 

At this, the sire embraced the maid again. 
So sadly lost, so lately sought in vain. 
Then hear the altar of the darting king. 
Disposed in rank their hecatomb they bring ; 
Wiib. water purify their hands, and take 
The sacred offering of the salted cake ; 
While thus with arms devoutly raised in air, 
And solemn voice, the priest directs his prayer— 

* God of the silver bow, thy ear incline. 
Whose power encircles Cilia the divine ; 
Whose sacred eye thy Tenedos surveys. 
And gilds fair Chrysa with distinguish'd rays ! 
If, fired to vengeance at thy priest's request, 
Thy direful darts inflict the raging pest ; 
Once more attend ! avert the wasteful woe, 
And smile propitious, and unbend thy bow/ 

So Chryses pray'd. Apollo heard his prayer: 
And now the Greeks their hecatomb prepare ; 
Between their horns the salted barley threw, 
And,with their heads to Heaven,the victims slew : 
The limbs they sever from the' enclosing hide ; 
The thighs, selected to the gods, divide : 
On these, in double cauls, involved with art. 
The choicest morsels lay from every part. 
The priest himself before his altar stands. 
And bums the offering with his holy hands. 
Pours the black wine, and sees the flames aspire ; 
The youth with instruments surround the fire : 
The thighs thus sacrificed, and entrails dress'd. 
The' assistants part, transfix, and roast the rest : 
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So short a space the light of heaven to view ! 
So short a space ! and fiird with sorrow too ! 
O might a parent's careful wish prevail. 
Far, far from Ilion should thy vessels sail. 
And thou, from camps remote, the danger shun, 
Which now, alas ! too nearly threats my son. 
Yet (what I can) to move thy suit I '11 go 
To great Olympus crown'd with fleecy snow. 
Meantime, secure within thy ships, from far 
Behold the field, nor mingle in the war. 
The sire of gods, and all the' etherial train. 
On the warm limits of the furthest main. 
Now mix with mortals, nor disdain to grace 
The feasts of -Ethiopia's blameless race ; 
Twelve days the powers indulge the genial rite, 
Returning with the twelfth revolving light. 
Then will I moimt the brazen dome, and move 
The high tribunal of immortal Jove.' 

The goddess spoke : the rolling waves unclose; 
Then down the steep she plunged from whence 

she rose. 
And left him sorrowing on the lonely coast. 
In wild resentment for the fair he lost. 

In Chrysa's port now sage Ulysses rode ; 
Beneath tiie deck the destined victims stow'd : 
The sails they furl'd, they lash the mast aside. 
And dropp'd their anchors, and the pinnace tied. 
Next on the shore their hecatomb they land ; 
Chryseis last descending on the strand. 
Her, thus returning from the furrow'd main, 
Ulysses led to Phoebus' sacred fane ; 
Where at his solemn altar, as the maid 
He gave to Chryses, thus the hero said — 

^ Hail, reverend priest ! to Phoebus' awful donM 
A suppUant I from great Atrides come : 
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< And to the seats divine her flight addressed. 
^^^ There, far apart, and high above the rest. 

The thnnderer sat ; where old Olympus shrouds 
His hundred heads in heaven^and props the clouds. 
^ Soppliant the goddess stood : one hand she placed 
; Beneath his beard, and one his knees embraced. 
/ i ^ If e'er, O father of the gods ! (she said) 

r My words could please thee, or my actions aid^ 
' : Some marks of honour on my son bestow, 
■• i And pay in glory what in Ufe you owe. 
I Fame is at least by heavenly promise due 
• To life so short, and now dishonoured too. 
Avenge this wrong, oh ever just and wise ! 
Let Greece be humbled, and the Trojans rise; 
' Till the proud king and all the' Achaian race / 
Shall heap with honours him they now disgrace.' 
Thus llietis spoke ; but Jove in silence held 
The sacred counsels of his breast conceal'd. 
\ot so repulsed, the goddess closer press'd. 
Still grasp'd his knees, and urged the dear request. 
^ ' O sire of gods and men ! thy suppliant hear; 
Refuse, or grant; for what has Jove to fear? 
Or oh ! declare, of all the powers above. 
Is wretched Thetis least the care of Jove ?' 

She said ; and, sighing, thus the god replies. 
Who rolls the thunder o'er the vaulted skies — - 
* What hast thou ask'd ? ah, why should Jove 
In foreign contests and domestic rage, [engage 
The gods' complaints, and Juno's fierce alarms, 
While I, too partial, aid the Trojan arms ? 
Gro, lest the haughty partner of my sway 
: With jealous eyes thy close access survey; 
But part in peace, secure thy prayer is sped : 
Witness the sacred honours of our head, 

£ 2 
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The nod that ratifies the will divine, 
The faithful, fix'd, irrevocable sign ; 
This seals thy suit, and this fulfils thy vows — ^ 
He spoke, and awful bends his sable brows, 
Shakes his ambrosial curls, and gives the nod,- 
The stamp of fate, and sanction of the god : 
High heaven with trembling the dread signal took, 
And all Olympus to the centre shook. 

Swift to the seas profound the goddess flies, 
Jove to his starry mansion in the skies. 
The shining synod of the' immortals wait 
The coming god, and from their thrones of state 
Arising silent, wrapp'd in holy fear. 
Before the Majesty of Heaven appear. 
Trembling they stand, while Jove assumes the 
Ail, but the god's imperious queen alone : [throne, 
Late had she view'd the silver-footed dame, 
And all her passions kindled into flame. 
* Say, artful manager of heaven (she cries), 
Who now partakes the secrets of the skies ? 
Thy Juno knows not the decrees of Fate, 
In vain the partner of imperial state. 
What favourite goddess then those cares divides 
Which Jove in prudence from his consort hides 1 
To this the thunderer — * Seek not thou to fine 
The sacred counsels of almighty mind : 
Involved in darkness lies the great decree. 
Nor can the depths of fate be pierced by thee. 
What fits thy knowledge, thou the first shalt know 
The first of gods above, and men below ; 
But thou, nor they, shall search the thoughts the 
Deep in the close recesses of my soul.' [rol 

Full on the sire the goddess of the skies 
RoU'd the large orbs of her miyestic eyes, 
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And thus retuni'd — ^ Austere Saturnius, say^ 
From whence this wrath,or who controls thy sway ? 
Thy boundless will, for me, remains in force, 
And all thy counsels take the destined course. 
But 'tis for Greece I fear : for late was seen. 
In close consult, the silver-footed queen. 
JoYe to his Thetis nothing could deny. 
Nor was the signal vain that shook tiie sky. 
What fatal favour has the goddess won, 
To grace her fierce inexorable son ? 
Perhaps in Grecian blood to drench the plain. 
And glut his vengeance with my people slain.' 

Then thus the god — ' Oh restless fate of pride. 
That strives to learn what Heaven resolves to hide ; 
Vain is the search, presumptuous and abhorr'd. 
Anxious to thee, and odious to thy lord. 
Let this suffice : the' immutable decree 
No force can shake : what is, that ought to be. 
Goddess, submit ; nor dare our will withstand. 
But dread the power of this avenging hand : 
The' united strength of all the gods above 
In vain resists the' omnipotence of Jove.' 

The thunderer spoke, nor durst the queen reply ; 
A reverend horror silenced all the sky. 
The feast disturb'd, with sorrow Vulcan saw 
His mother menaced, and the gods in awe ; 
Peace at his heart, and pleasure his design. 
Thus interposed the architect divine — 
* The wretched quarrels of the mortal state 
Are far unworthy, gods ! of your debate : 
Let men their days in senseless strife employ, 
We, in eternal peace and constant joy. 
Thou, goddess-mother, with our sire comply. 
Nor break the sacred union of the sky ; 
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Lest, roused to rage, he shake the bless'd abodes, 
Launch the red lightning, and dethrone the gods. 
If you submit, the thunderer stands appeased ; 
The gracious power is willing to be pleased.' 

Thus Vulcan spoke ; and, rising with a bound, 
The double bowl with sparkling nectar crown'd. 
Which held to Juno in a cheerful way, 
* Goddess (he cried), be patient and obey. 
Dear as you are, if Jove his arm extend, 
I can but grieve, unable to defend. 
What god so daring in your aid to move. 
Or lift his hand against the force of Jove? 
Once in your cause I felt his matchless might, 
Hurl'd headlong downward from the' etherial 
Toss'd all the day in rapid circles round ; [height ; 
Nor till the Sun descended touch'd the ground : 
Breathless I fell, in giddy motion lost ; 
The Sinthians raised me on the Lemnian coast.' 

He said, and to her hands the goblet heaved. 
Which, with a smile, the white-arm'd queen re- 
Then, to the rest he fill'd ; and in his turn, [ceived. 
Each to his lips applied the nectar'd urn. 
Vulcan with awkward grace his office plies. 
And unextinguish'd laughter shakes the skies. 

Thus the bless'd gods the genial day prolong. 
In feasts ambrosial, and celestial song. 
Apollo tuned the lyre ; the Muses round 
With voice alternate aid the silver sound. 
Meantime the radiant Sun to mortal sight 
Descending swift, roll'd down the rapid light. 
Then to their starry domes the gods depart, 
The shining monuments of Vulcan's art : 
Jove on his couch reclined his awful head, 
And Juno slumber'd on the golden bed. 
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BOOK II. . 



THE TRIAL OF THE ARMY, AND CATALOGUE OF THE FORCES. 

Japjter, in pnrsaance of the request of Thetis, sends a de- 
ceitfol vision to Agamemnon, persoading him to lead the 
army to battle, in order to make the Greeks sensible of 
their want of Achilles. The general, who is deluded with 
the hopes of taking Troy witboat his assistance, bat fears 
the army was disconraged by his absence, and the late 
plagae, as well as by the length of time, contriTes to make 
trial of their disposition by a stratagem. He first com- 
mnnicates his design to the princes in coancil, that he 
would propose a retam to the . soldiers, and that they 
should put a stop to them if the proposal was embraced. 
Then he assembles the whole host, and apon moving for a 
retam to Greece, they ananimoasly agree to it, and ran to 
prepare the ships. They are detained by the management 
of Ulysses, who chastises the insolence of Thersites. The 
assembly is recalled, several speeches made on the occa«> 
aion, and at length the advice of Nestor followed, which 
was to make a general master of the troops, and to divide 
them into their several nations, before they proceeded to 
battle. This gives occasion to the poet to enumerate all 
the forces of the Greeks and Trojans, and in a large 
catalogue. 

The time employed in this book consists not entirely of 
one day. The scene- lies in the Grecian camp, and upon 
the sea-shore ; toward the end it removes to Troy. 



Now pleasing sleep had seal'd each mortal eye, 
Stretch'd in the tents the Grecian leaders lie : 
The' immortals slumber'd on their thrones above; 
All, but the ever-wakeful eyes of Jove. 
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To honour Thetis' son he bends his care. 
And plunge the Greeks in all the woes of war : 
Then bids an empty phantom rise to sight, 
And thus commands the vision of the night — 

' Fly hence, deluding dream ! and light as air 
To Agamemnon's ample tent repair. 
Bid him in arms draw forth the' embattled train, 
Lead all the Grecians to the dusty plain. 
Declare, e'en now 'tis given him to destroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 
For now no more the gods with Fate contend, 
At Juno's suit the heavenly factions end. 
Destruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 
And nodding Ilion waits the' impending fall.' 

Swift as the word the vain illusion fled. 
Descends, and hovers o'er Atrides' head ; 
Clothed in the figure of the Pylian sage, 
Renown'd for wisdom, and revered for age ; 
Around his temples spreads his golden wing. 
And thus the flattering dream deceives the king. 

* Canst thou, with all a monarch's cares op- 
press'd, 
O Atreus' son ! canst thou indulge thy rest ? 
Ill fits a chief who mighty nations guides. 
Directs in council, and in war presides. 
To whom its safety a whole people owes, 
To waste long nights in indolent repose. 
Monarch, awake ! 'tis Jove's command I bear. 
Thou, and thy glory, claim his heavenly care. 
In just array draw forth the' embattled train. 
Lead all thy Grecians to the dusty plain ; 
E'en now, O king ! 'tis given thee to destroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 
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For now no more the gods with Fate contend. 
At Juno's suit the heavenly €ftctions end. 
Destruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall. 
And nodding Ition waits the' impending fall. 
Awake, but waking this advice approve. 
And trust the vision that descends from Jove.' 

The phantom said ; then vanished firom his sight. 
Resolves to air, and mixes with the night. « 
A thousand schemes the monarch's mind employ ; 
Elate in thought, he sacks untaken Troy : 
Vain as he was, and to the future blind ; 
Nor saw what Jove anid secret Fate design'd. 
What mighty toils to either host remain. 
What scenes of grief, and numbers of the slain ! 
Eager he rises, and in fancy hears 
The voice celestial murmuring in his ears. 
First on his limbs a slender vest he drew. 
Around him next the regal mantle threw ; 
The' embroider'd sandals on his feet were tied ; 
The starry falchion glitter'd at his side ; 
And last, his arm the massy sceptre loads, 
Unstain'd, immortal, and the gift of gods. 

Now rosy morn ascends the court of Jove, 
Lifts up her light, and opens day above. 
The king dispatch'd his heralds with commands 
To^ange the camp and summon all the bands : 
The gathering hosts the monarch's word obey ; 
"hile to the fleet Atrides bends his way. 
h his black ship the Pylian prince he found ; 
There calls a senate of the peers around : 
^e' assembly placed, the king of men express'd 
The counsels labouring in his artful breast. 

* Friends and confederates ! with attentive ear 
Receive my words, and credit what you hear. 
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Late as I slumber'd in the shades of night, 
A dream divine appeared before my sight ; 
Whose visionary form like Nestor came, 
The same in habit, and in mien the same. 
The heavenly phantom hover'd o'er my head, 
*' Andy dost thou sleep, O Atreus' son ? (he said 
111 fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 
Pirects in council, and in war presides ; ' 
To whom its safety a whole people owes. 
To waste long nights in indolent repose. 
Monarch, awake ! 'tis Jove's command I bear; 
Thou and thy glory claim his heavenly care. 
In just array draw forth the' embattled train, 
And lead the Grecians to the dusty plain ; 
E'en now, O king ! 'tis given thee to destroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy, 
For now no more the gods with Fate contend, 
At Juno's suit the heavenly factions end. 
Destruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall. 
And nodding Ilion waits the' impending fall. 
This hear observant, and the gods obey !" 
The vision spoke, and pass'd in air away. 
Now, valiant chiefs ! since Heaven itself alarms 
Unite, and rouse the sons of Greece to arms. 
But firsts with caution, try what yet they dare, 
Worn with nine years of unsuccessful war. 
To move the troops to measure back the main, 
Be mine ; and yours the province to detain.' 

He spoke, and sat : when Nestor, rising, sail 
(Nestor, whom Pylos' sandy realms obey'd) 
* Princes of Greece, your faithful ears incline. 
Nor doubt the vision of the powers divine ; 
Sent by great Jove to him who rules the host. 
Forbid it, Heaven ! this warning should be losi 
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! Then let us haste, obey the god's alarms. 

And join to rouse the sons of Greece to arms.' 
i Thus spoke the sage : the kings without delay 
' Dissolve the council, and their chief obey : 
! The sceptred rulers lead ; the following host, 
'! Pour'd forth by thousands, darkens all the coast. 
As from some rocky cleft the shepherd sees 
Clustering in heaps on hec^s the driving bees. 
Rolling and blackening, swarms succeeding 
swarms, 
r With deeper murmurs and more hoarse alarms ; 
I Dusky they sj^read, a close-embodied crowd, 
' And o er the vale descends the living cloud ; 
SO) firom the tents and ships, a lengthening train 
Spreads all the beach, -and wide o'ershades the 
Along the region runs a deafening sound ; . [plain : 
Beneath their footsteps groans the trembling 

grouiid. 
Fame flies. before, the messenger of Jove, 
And shining soars, and claps her wings above. 
Nine sacred heralds now, proclaiming loud 
The monarch's will, suspend the listening crowd. 
Soon as the throngs in order ranged appear. 
And fainter murmurs died upon the ear. 
The king of kings his awful figure raised ; 
High in his hand the golden sceptre blazed ; 
The golden sceptre, of celestial frame. 
By Vulcan form'd, from Jove to Hermes came : 
To Pelops he the' immortal gift resign'd ; 
The' immortal gift great Pelops left behind, 
^ In Atreus' hand, which not with Atreus ends. 
To rich Thyestes next the prize descends t 
And now the mark of Agamemnon's reign, 
Subjects all Argos^ and controls the main. 
76. F 
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On this bright sceptre now the king reclined 
And artful thus pronounced the speech design'd- 
* Ye sons of Mars ! partake your leader's can 
Heroes of Greece, and brothers of the war ! 
Of partial Jove with justice I complain, 
And heavenly oracles believed in vain. 
A safe return was promised to our toils, 
Renown'd, triumphant, and enrich'd with spoili 
Now, shameful flight alone can save the host. 
Our blood, our treasure, and our glory lost. 
So Jove decrees, resistless lord of all ! 
At whose command whole empires rise or fall 
He shakes the feeble props of human trust. 
And towns and armies humbles to the dust. 
What shame to Greece a fruitless war to wag 
Oh, lasting shame in every future age ! 
Once great in arms, the common scorn we gro^ 
Repulsed and baffled by a feeble foe. 
So small their number, that if wars were cease 
And Greece triumphant held a general feast. 
All rank'd by tens, whole decades when they di 
Must want a Trojan slave to pour the wine. 
But other forces have our hopes overthrown , 
And Troy prevails by armies not her own. 
Now nine long years of mighty Jove are run 
Since first the labours of this war begun : 
Our cordage torn, decay'd our vessels lie. 
And scarce ensure the wretched power to fly 
Haste then, for ever leave the Trojan wall ! 
Our weeping wives, our tender children call : 
Love, duty, safety, summon us away, 
Tis Nature's voice, and Nature we obey. 
Our shatter'd barks may yet transport us o'er 
Safe and inglorious, to our native shore. 
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i Tly, Grecians, fly, your sails and oars employ, 
' And dream no more of Heaven-defended Troy.' 
n His deep design unknown, the hosts approve 

Atrides' speech. The mighty numbers move. 
. So roll the billows to the' Icarian shore. 

From east and south when winds begin to roar, 

Burst their dark mansions in the clouds, and sweep 
^ The whitening surface of the ruffled deep. 
t, And as on com when western gusts descend. 

Before the blast the lofty harvests bend ; 
'. Thus o'er the field the moving host appears, 
tB{ With nodding plumes and groves of waving spears. 

The gathering murmur spreads ,their trampling feet 

Beat the loose sands, and thicken to the fleet ; 
^ Widi long-resounding cries they urge the train 

To fit the ships, and launch into the main. 
ov They toil, they sweat, thick clouds of dust arise. 

The doubling clamours echo to the skies. 
e^ £'en then the Greeks had left the hostile plain. 

And Fate decreed the fall of Troy in vain ; 
^ But Jove's imperial queen their flight survey 'd, 

And sighing, thus bespoke the blue-eyed maid : 
* Shall then the Grecians fly ! Oh dire disgrace ! 

And leave unpunish'd this perfidious race? 

ShaUTroy,shallPriam,andthe' adulterous spouse. 

In peace enjoy the fruits of broken vows ? 

And bravest chiefs, in Helen's quarrel slain. 

Lie unrevenged on yon detested plain ? 

No ! let my Greeks, unmoved by vain alarms. 

Once more refulgent shine in brazen arms. 

Haste, goddess, haste ! the flying host detain, 

Nor let one sail be hoisted on the main.' 
Pallas obeys, and from Olympus' height 

Swift to the ships precipitates her flight ; 
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Ulysses or Achilles still his theme ; 
But royal scandal his delight supreme. 
Long had he lived the scorn of every Greek, 
Vex'd when he spoke, yet still they heard him 

speak. 
Sharp was his voice ; which, in the shrillest tone 
Thus with injurious taunts attacked the throne— 

' Amidst the glories of so bright a reign, 
What moves the great Atrides to complain ? 
Tis thine whatever the warrior's breast inflames 
The golden spoil, and thine the lovely dames. 
With all the wealth our wars and blood bestow 
Thy tents are crowded, and thy chests overflow 
Thus at full ease in heaps of riches rolFd^ 
What grieves the monarch ? Is it thirst of gold 
Say, shall we march with our unconquer'd power 
(The Greeks and I) to Ilion's hostile towers. 
And bring the race of royal bastards here. 
For Troy to ransom at a price too dear ? 
But safer plunder thy own host supplies ; 
Say ,wouldst thou seize some valiant leader's prize 
Or, if thy heart to generous love be led. 
Some captive fair, to bless thy kingly bed ? 
Whate'er our master craves, submit we must, 
Plagued with his pride, or punish'd for his lust 
Oh women of Achaia ! men no more ! 
Hence let us fly, and let him waste his store 
In loves and pleasures on the Phrygian shore. 
We may be wanted on some busy day. 
When Hector comes : so great Achilles may : 
From him he forced the prize we jointly gave, 
From him, the fierce, the fearless, and the brave : 
And durst he, as he ought, resent that wrong, 
This mighty tyrant were no tyrant long.' 
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Fierce from his seat at this Ulysses springs^ 
In generous yengeance of the king of kings. 
With indignation sparkling in his eyes, 
He views the wretch, and sternly thus replies — 

' Peace, factious monster, born to Tex the state^ 
With wrangling talents form'd for foul debate : 
Curb that impetuous tongue, nor rashly yain. 
And singly mad, asperse the sovereign reign. 
Have we not known thee, slave ! of all our host, 
The man who acts the least, upbraids the most? 
Think not the Greeks to shameful flight to bring. 
Nor let those lips profane the name of king. 
For our return we trust the heavenly powers ; 
Be that their care ; to fight like men be ours. 
But grant the host with wealth the general load. 
Except detraction, what hast thou bestow'd ? 
Suppose some hero should his spoils resign. 
Art thou that hero, could those spoils be thine ? 
Grods ! let me perish on this hateful shore. 
And let these eyes behold my son no more ; 
Ify on thy next offence, this hand forbear 
To strip those arms thou ill deservest to wear. 
Expel the council where our princes meet. 
And send thee scourged and howling through the 
fleet.' 

He said, and cowering as {he dastard bends. 
The weighty sceptre on his back descends : 
On the round bunch the bloody tumours rise ; 
The tears spring starting from his haggard eyes : 
Trembling he sat, and shrunk in abject fears. 
From his vile visage wiped the scalding tears. 
While to his neighbour each express'd his thought r 
* Ye gods ! what wonders has Ulysses wrought! 
What fruits his conduct and his courage yield \ 
Great in the council, glorious in the fleld. 
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Generous he rises in the crown's defence, 
To curb the factious tongue of insolence. 
Such just examples on offenders shown, 
Sedition silence, and assert the throne.' 

^was thus the general voice the hero praised, 
Who, rising, high the' imperial sceptre raised : 
Tlie blue-eyed Pallas, his celestial friend, 
(In form a herald) bade the crowds attend. 
The' expecting crowds in still attention hung. 
To hear the wisdom of his heavenly tongue. 
Then deeply thoughtful, pausing ere he spoke. 
His silence thus the prudent hero broke — 

^ Unhappy monarch ! whom the Grecian race 
With shame deserting, heap with vile disgrace. 
Not such at Argos was their generous vow : 
Once all their voice, but ah ! forgotten now : 
Ne'er to return, was then the common cry. 
Till Troy's proud structures should in ashes lie. 
Behold them weeping for their native shore ! 
What could their wives or helpless children more? 
What heart but melts to leave the tender train, 
And, one short month, endure the wintry main ? 
Few leagues removed, we wish our peaceful seat, 
When the ship tosses, and the tempests beat : 
Then well may this long stay provoke their tears, 
The tedious length of nine revolving years. 
Not for their grief the Grecian host I blame ; 
But vanquish'd ! baffled ! oh, eternal shame ! 
Expect the time to Troy's destruction given. 
And try the faith of Chalcas and of Heaven. 
What pass'd at Aulis, Greece can witness bear, 
And all who live to breathe this Phrygian air. 
Beside a fountain's sacred brink we raised 
t)ur verdant altars, and the victims blazed : 
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Twas where the pUne-tree spread its shades 

aFOund, 
The altars heaved; and from the cnnnbiiiiggroiiBd 
A mighty dragon shot, of dire portent ; 
From Jove himself the dreadful sign was sent. 
Straight to the tree his sanguine spires he roUM, 
And ciurl'd around in many a winding fold : 
The topmost branch a modier-lMrd possess'd ; 
Eight callow infants fill'd the mossy nest ; 
Herself the ninth : the serpent as he hung, [young ; 
Stretch'd his black jaws, and crash'd the crying 
While hoyering near, with miserable moan. 
The drooping mother wail'd her children gone. 
The mother last, as round the nest she flew. 
Seized by the beating wing, the monster slew : 
Nor long sunriyed ; to marble tum'd, he stands 
A lasting prodigy on Aulis' sands. 
Such was the will of Jore ; and hence we dare 
Trust in his omen, and support the war. 
For while around we gazed with wondering eyes. 
And trembling sought the powers with sacrifice. 
Full of his god, the reverend Chalcas cried, 
** Ye Grecian warriors ! lay your fears aside. 
This wondrous signal Jove himself displays. 
Of long, long labours, but eternal praise. 
As many birds as by the snake were slain, 
So many years the toils of Greece remain ; 
But wait the tenth, for Ilion's fall decreed :" 
Thus spoke the prophet, thus the fates succeed, 
^bey, ye Grecians ! with submission wait, 
Nor let your flight avert the Trojan fate.' 

He said : the shores with loud applauses sound. 
The hollow ships each deafening shout rebound. 
Then Nestor thus — * These vain debates forbear, 
Ve talk like children, not like heroes dare. 
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Where now are all your high resolves at last? 
Your leagues concluded, your engagements past? 
Vow'd with libations and with victims then, 
Now vanish'd like their smoke : the faith of men! 
While useless words consume the' unactive hours, 
No wonder Troy so long resists our powers. 
Rise, great Atrides ! and with courage sway ; 
We march to war, if thou direct the way. 
But leave the few that dare resist thy laws, 
The mean deserters of the G recian cause. 
To grudge the conquests mighty Jove prepares, 
And view with envy our successful wars. 
On that great day when first the martial train, 
Big with the fate of Ilion, plough'd the main, 
Jove, on the right, a prosperous signal sent, 
And thunder rolling shook the firmament. 
Encouraged hence, maintain the glorious strife, 
Till every soldier grasp a Phrygiali wife. 
Till Helen's woes at full revenged appear. 
And Troy's proud matrons render tear for tear. 
Before that day, if any Greek invite 
His country's troops to base inglorious flight. 
Stand forth that Greek ! and hoist his sail to fly, 
And die the dastard flrst, who dreads to die. 
But now, O monarch ! all thy chiefs advise :_ 
Nor what they offer, thou thyself despise. 
Among those counsels, let not mine be vain ; 
In tribes and nations to divide thy train : 
His separate troops let every leader call. 
Each strengthen each, and all encourage all. 
What chief, or soldier, of the numerous band. 
Or bravely fights, or ill obeys command, 
When thus distinct they war, shall soon be known, 
And what the cause of Ilion not o'erthrown ; 
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J If Fate resists, or if our arms are slow, 

If gods above prevent, or men below.' 
To him the king — * How much thy years excel 

In arts of counsel, and in speaking well ! 

O would the gods, in love to Greece, decree 
*' i But ten such sages as they grant in thee ; 
'^'! Such wisdom soon should Priam's force destroy. 

And soon should fall the haughty towers of Troy ! 

But Joye forbids, who plunges those he hates 
; In fierce contention and in vain debates ; 
^^ Now great Achilles from our aid withdraws, 
! By me provoked ; a captive maid the cause : 
'' If e'er as friends we join, the Trojan wall 
' Must shake, and heavy will the vengeance fall ! 

But now, ye warriors, take a short repast ; 

And, well refiresh'd, to bloody conflict haste. 
^' . His sharpen'd spear let every Grecian wield. 

And every Grecian fix his brazen shield; 

Let all excite the fiery steeds of war, 
'* And all for combat fit the rattling car. 

This day, this dreadful day, let each contend ; 

N^o rest, no respite, till the shades descend ; 
'y* Till darkness, or till death, shall cover all. 

Let the war bleed, and let the mighty fall ; 

Till bathed in sweat be every manly breast. 

With the huge shield each brawny arm depress'd. 

Each aching nerve refuse the lance to throw. 

And each spent courser at the chariot blow. 

Who dares, inglorious, in his ships to stay, 

Who dares to tremble on this signal day ; 

That wretch, too mean to fall by martial power. 

The birds shall mangle, and the doga devour.' 
The monarch spoke; and straight a murmur rose. 

Loud as the surges when the tempest blows. 
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That dash*d on broken rocks tumultuous roar. 
And foam and thunder on the stony shore. 
Straight to the tents the troops dispersing bend, 
The tires are kindled, and the smokes ascend; 
With hasty feasts they sacrifice, and pray 
To' avert the dangers of the doubtful day. 
A steer of five year^' age, large limb'd, and fed, 
To JoYe*s high altars Agamemnon led : 
There bade the noblest of the Grecian peers ; 
And Nestor first, as most advanced in years. 
Next came Idomeneus, and Tydeus' son, 
Ajax the less, and Ajax Telamon ; 
Then wise Ulysses in his rank was placed ; 
And Menelaiis came, unbid, the last. 
The chiefs surround the destined beast, and take 
The sacred offering of the salted cake : 
When thus the king prefers his solemn prayer ; 
' O thou ! whose thunder rends the clouded air, 
Who in the heaven of heavens hast fix'd thy 

throne. 
Supreme of gods I unbounded, and alone ! 
Hear ! and before the burning Sun descends. 
Before the night her gloomy veil extends. 
Low in the dust be laid yon hostile spires. 
Be Priam*s palace sunk in Grecian fires. 
In Hector's breast be plunged the shining sword, 
And slaughter'd heroes groan around thehr lord !' 
Thus pray'd the chief: his unavailing prayer 
Great Jove refused, and toss'd in emp^ air : 
The god averse, while yet the fumes arose. 
Prepared new toils, and doubled woes on woes. 
Their prayers perform'd, the chiefs the rite pursue. 
The barley sprinkled, and the victim slew. 
The limbs they sever from the' enclosing hide, 
Hie thighs, selected to the gods, divide. 
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On these, in double, cauls involved with art. 
The choicest morsels lie from every part. 
From the cleft wood the crackling, flames aspire. 
While the fat victims feed the sacred fire. 
The thighs thus sacrificed, and entrails dress'd. 
The' assistants part, transfix, and roast the rest; 
Then spread the tables, the repast prepare. 
Each takes hi» seat, and each receives his share. 
Soon as the rage of hunger was suppressed. 
The generous Nestor thus the prince address'd — 

^ Now Ind thy heralds sound the loud alarms. 
And call the squadrons sheathed in brazen arms; 
Now seize the' occasion, now the troops survey. 
And lead to war when Heaven directs the way.' 

He said : the monarch issued his commands ; 
Straight the loud heralds call the gathering bands. 
The chiefs enclose their king; the hosts divide ' 
In tribes and nations rank'd on either side. 
High in the midst the blue-eyed virgin flies ; 
From rank to rank she darts her ardent eyes : 
The. dreadful segis, Jove's immortal shield. 
Blazed on her arm, and lighten'd all the field : 
Round the vast orb an hundred serpents roU'd, 
Form'd the bright fringe,and seem'd to bum in gold. 
With this each .Grecian's manly breast she warms. 
Swells their bold hearts, and strings their nervous 
No mor^ they sigh, inglorious, to return, [arms. 
But breathe revenge, and for the combat burn. 

As on some mountain, through the lofty grove. 
The crackling flames ascend, and blaze above ; 
The fires expanding, as the winds arise, 
Shoot their long beams, and kindle half the skies ; 
^ from the polish'd arms, and brazen shields, 
A gleamy sj^endour flash'd along the fields. 

76. o 
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Not less their number than the' embodied crane 
Or milk-white swans in Asius' watery plains, 
That o'er the windings of Cayster's springs 
Stretch their long necks, and clap their nistlii 
Now tower aloft,and course in airy rounds, [win§ 
Now light with noise; with noise the field r 

sounds. 
Thus numerous and confused, extending wide, 
The legions crowd Scamander's flowery side; 
With rushing troops the plains are cover'd o'ei 
And thundering footsteps shake the soundin 
Along the river's level meads they stand, [shor 
Thick as in spring the flowers adorn the land. 
Or leaves the trees ; or thick as insects play, 
The wandering nation of a summer's day ; 
That, drawn by milky steams, at evening hour; 
In gather'd swarms surround the rural bowers 
From pail to pail with busy murmur run 
The gilded legions, glittering in the sun. 
So throng'd, so close, the Grecian squadrons stoc 
In radiant arms, and thirst for Trojan blood. 
Each leader now his scatter'd force conjoins. 
In close array, and forms the deepening lines. 
Not with more ease, the skilful shepherd-swai 
Collects his flocks from thousands on the plain 
The king of kings, majestically tall. 
Towers o'er his armies, and outshines them all 
Like some proud bull, that round the pastures lead 
His subject herds, the monarch of the meads. 
Great as the ^ods, the' exalted chief was seen 
His strength like Neptune, and like Mars his miei 
Jove o'er his eyes celestial glories spread. 
And dawning conquests play'd around his hea< 
Say, virgins, seated round the throne divine 
All-Iuiowing goddesses \ immortal Nine ! 
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hdl's abyss, hide nothing from yoor sight, 
wretched mortals ! lost in doubts below, 
pwss by rumoor, and bat boast we know) 
f what heroes, fired by thirst of fieune, 
ged by wrongs, to Troy's destruction came ? 
•ant them all, demands a thousand tongues, 
-oat of brass, and adamantine lungs, 
hters of JoTe, assist ! inspired by you 
nighty labour dauntless I pursue ; [bring, 
t cnrowded armies, from what climes they 
munes, thm numbers, and their chiefs I sing. 

THB CATALOGUE OF THE SHIPS. 

hardy warriors whom Boeotia bred, 
lius, Leitus, Prothoenor, led : 

these Arcesilaus and Clonius stand, 
1 in arms, and equal in command. 
i head the troops that rocky Aulis yields, 
Eteon's hills, and Hyrie's watery fields, 
Schoenus, Scholos, Graea near the main, 
Mycalessia's ample piny plain : 
i who in Peteon or Hesion dwell, 
anna where. Apollo's prophet fell; 
HI and Hyl^, which the springs o'erflow; 
Medeon lofty, and Ocalea low ; 

the meads of Haliartus stray, 
lespia sacred to the god of day : 
sstus, Neptune's celebrated groves ; 
, and Thisb^, famed for silver doves : 
ocks Erythrae, Glissa for the vine ; 
% green, and Nysa the divine : 



64 THE ILIAD. B. II. 

And they whom Theb^'s well-built walls enclose, 
Where Myd^, Eutresis, Corone rose; 
And Arn^ rich, with purple harvests crown'd ; 
And Anthedon, Boeotia's utmost bound. 
Full fifty ships lliey send, and each conveys 
Twice sixty warriors through the foaming seas. 

To these succeed Aspledon's martial train. 
Who plough the spacious Orchomenian plain. 
Two valiant brothers rule the' undaunted throng, 
lalmen and Ascalaphus the strong : 
Sons of Astyoch^, the heavenly fair. 
Whose virgin charms subdued the god of war : 
(In Actor's court, as she retired to rest, 
The strength of Mars the blushing maid com< 

press'd) 
Their troops in thirty sable vessels sweep. 
With equal oars, the hoarse-resounding deep, 

The Phocians next in forty barks repair ; 
Epistrophus and Schedius head the war : 
From those rich regions where Cephissus leads 
His silver current through the flowery meads ; 
From Panopeus, Chrysa the divine. 
Where Anemoria's stately turrets shine, 
Where Pytho, Daulis, Cyparissus stood. 
And fair Liiaea views the rising flood. 
These, ranged in order on the floating tide. 
Close, on the left, the bold Boeotians' side. 

Fierce Ajax led the Locrian squadrons on, 
Ajax the less, Oileus' valiant son ; 
Skill'd to direct the flying dart aright ; 
Swift in pursuit, and active in the fight. 
Him, as their chief, the chosen troops attend. 
Which Bessa, Thronus, and rich Cynos send ; 
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Opus, Calliarus, and Scaqihe's bands ; 

And those who dwell where pleasing Augia 

stands. 
And where Boagrius floats the lowly lands. 
Or in fair Tarphe's silvan seats reside : 
In forty vessels cut the yielding tide. 

Eubcea next her martial sons prepares. 
And sends the brave Abantes to the wars : 
Breathing revenge^ in arms they take .their way 
From Chalcis' walls, and strong Eretria ; 
The' Isteian fields for generous vines renown'd. 
The fair Caristos, and the Styrian ground ; 
Where Dios from her towers overlooks the plain. 
And high Cerinthus views the neighbouring main. 
Down their broad shoulders falls a length of hair ; 
Their hands dismiss not the long lance in air ; 
But with protended spears' in fighting fields 
Pierce the tough corselets and the brazen shields. 
Twice twenty ships transport the warlike bands. 
Which bold Elphenor, tierce in arms, commands. 

EuU fifty more from Athens stem the main. 
Led by Menestheus through the liquid plain. 
(Athens the fair, where great Erectheus sway'd. 
That owed his nurture to the blue-eyed maid. 
But from the teeming furrow took his birth. 
The mighty offspring of the foodful earth. 
Him Pallas placed amidst her wealthy fane. 
Adored with sacrifice and oxen slain ; 
Where, as the years revolve, her altars blaze. 
And all the tribes resound the goddess' praise) 
No chief, like thee, Menestheus ! Greece could 
To marshal armies in the dusty field, [yield. 
The' extended wings of battle to display. 
Or close die' embodied host in firm array. 

g2 
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Nestor alone, improTed by length of ^y 
For martial conduct bore an equal pro/^e. 

With these appear the Salaminian banwS.^ 
Whom the gigantic Telamon commands ; 
In twelve black ships to Troy they steer^ 

course, 
And with the great Athenians join their foy^ 

Next move to war the generous Argive tm 
From high Troezen^, and Maseta's plain, 
And fair JBgina, circled by the main : 
Whom strong Tyrinth^'s lofty walls surround, 
And Epidaurus with viny harvests crown'd : 
And where fair Asinen and Hermion show 
Their cliffs above, and ample bay below. 
These by the brave Euryalus were led, 
Great Sthenelus, and greater Diomed ; 
But chief Tydides bore the sovereign sway : 
In fourscore barks they plough the watery wa 

The proud Mycen^ arms her martial power 
Cleon^, Corinth, with: imperial towers. 
Fair Araethyrea, Grnia's fruitful plain. 
And JBgion, and Adra^tus' ancient reign ; 
And those who dwell along the sandy shore. 
And where Pellen^ yields her fleecy store, 
Where Helic^ and Hyperesia lie. 
And Gonoessa's spires salute the sky. 
Great Agamemnon rules the numerous band, 
A hundred vessels in long order stand. 
And crowded nations wait his dread comman 
High on the deck the king of men appears. 
And his refulgent arms in triumph wears ; 
Proud of his host, unrivaFd in his reign. 
In silent pomp he moves along the main. 

His. brother follows, and to vengeance wan 
The hardy Spartans, exercised in arms : 
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Phar^ and Brjaia's Yaliant troops, and those 
Whom Lacedaemon's lofty hills enclose ; 
Or Messe's towers, for silver doves renown'd, 
Amyelae, Laas, Augia*s happy ground. 
And those whom CEtylos' low walls contain. 
And Helos, on the margin of the main : 
These, o*er the bending ocean, Helen's cause. 
In sixty ships with Menelaiis draws : 
Eager and loud from man to man he flies. 
Revenge and ftury flaming in his eyes; 
While, vainly fond, in fancy oft he hears 
The fair one's grief, and sees her falling tears. 

In ninety sail, from Pylos' sandy coast, 
Nestor the sage conducts his chosen host : 
From Amphigenia's ever-fruitful land ; 
Where JGpy high, and little Pteleon stand ; 
Where beauteous Aren^ her structures shows, 
And Thryon's mtdX^^mhn^ streams enclose : 
And Dorion, m^so^OT TMmrris' disgrace, 
Superior oncJ m alhtth^tMn^fik race. 
Till, vain of UflrtaMyeMty ^lise, he strove 
To match theVsj^d^off mudWmpelling Jove I 
Too daring ban^ whose ufepccessful pride 
The' immortal Mh ie»4ibl iiw art defied. 
The' avenging Muses of the light of day 
Deprived his eyes, and snatch'd his voice away; 
No more his heavenly voice was heard to sing. 
His hand no more awaked the silver string. 

Where under high Cyllen^, crown'd with wood. 
The shaded tomb of old ^pytus stood ; 
From Rip^, Stratie, Tegea's bordering towns, 
The.Phenean flelds, and Orchomenian downs. 
Where the fat herds in plenteous pasture rove ; 
And Stymphalus with her surrounding grove ; 
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Parrhasia, on her snowy cliffs reclined. 
And high Enisp^ shook by wintry wmd. 
And fair Mantinea's ever-pleasing site ; 
In sixty sail the' Arcadian bands unite. 
Bold Agapenor, glorious at their head, 
(Ancaeus' son) the mighty squadron led. 
Their ships, supplied by Agamemnon's care, 
Through roaring seas the wondering warriors bear 
The first to battle on the' appointed plain. 
But new to all the dangers of the main. 

Those, where fair £lis and Buprasium join ; 
Whom Hyrmin, here, and Myrsinus confine. 
And bounded there, where o'er the valleys ros( 
The' Olenian rock ; and where Alisium flows ; 
Beneath four chiefs (a numerous army) came : 
The strength and glory of the' Epean name. 
In separate squadrons these their train divide. 
Each leads ten vessels through the yielding tide 
One was Amphimachus, and Thalpius one ; 
(Eurytus' this, and that Teatus' son) 
Diores sprung from Amarynceus' lin^ ; 
And great Polyxenus, of force divine. 

But those who view fair Elis o'er the seas 
From the bless'd islands of the' Echinades, 
In forty vessels under Meges move. 
Begot by Phyleus, the beloved of Jove : 
To strong Dulichium from his sire he fled. 
And thence to Troy his hardy warriors led. 

Ulysses foUow'd through the watery road, 
A chief, in wisdom equal to a god. 
With those whom Cephalenia's isle enclosed, 
Or till their fields along the coast opposed ; 
Or where fair Ithaca o'erlooks the floods. 
Where high Neritos shakes his waving woods, 
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Wh^ne iEgSpft's imaged sides are seen, 
Crocylia rockj, sad Zacysthvs green. 
These in twdre galleys with TermilioB prores. 
Beneath his eondnctsonght the Phrygian shores. 

Hioas case next, Andrxmon's Taliant soa» 
From Plenron's walls, and chalky Calydon, 
And roQ^ Pyl«i^, and the' Olenian steep. 
And Chalcis heatmi by the roOing deep. 
He led the warriors from the' .Xtolian shore. 
For now the sons of CEneos were no more ! 
The glories of the mighty race were fled ! 
CEneos himself, ^nd M eleager dead ! 
To Thoas' care now trust the martial train. 
His forty Tess^ foDow through the main. 

Next, eighty barks the Cretan kins commands. 
Of Gnossus, Lyctus, and Gortyna's bands. 
And those who dweU where Rhytion's domes 
Or white Lycastus glitters to the skies, [arise. 
Or where hj Phaestus sHver Jardan runs ; 
Crete's hundred cities pour forth all her sons. 
These march'd, Idomeneus, beneath thy care, 
And M erion, dreadful as the god of war. 

Tlepolemus, the son of Hercules, 
Led nine swift vessels through the foamy seas ; 
From Rhodes with everlasting sunshine bright, 
Jalyssus, lindus, and Caminis white. 
His captive mother fierce Alcides bore 
From i^hyr's walls and Selle's winding shore. 
Where mighty towns in ruins spread the plain, 
And saw their blooming warriors early slain. 
The hero, when to manly years he grew, 
Alcides' uncle, old licymnius, slew ; 
For this, constrain'd to quit his native place. 
And shun the vengeance of the' Herculean race, 
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A fleet he built, and with a numerous train 
Of willing exiles wander'd o'er the main ; 
Where, many seas and many sufferings past, 
On happy Rhodes the chief arrived at last : 
There in three tribes divides his native band. 
And rules them peaceful in a foreign land ; 
Increased and prosper'd in their new abodes 
By mighty Jove, the sire of men and gods ; 
With joy they saw the growing empire rise, 
And showers of wealth descending from the skies. 
Three ships with Nireus sought the Trojan shore, 
Nireus, whom Aglae to Charopus bore, 
Nireus, in faultless shape and blooming grace, 
The loveliest youth of all the Grecian race ; 
Pelides only match'd his early charms ; 
But few his troops, and small his strength in arms. 

Next thirty galleys cleave the liquid plain, 
Of those Calydnae's sea-girt isles contain ; 
With them the youth of Nisyrus repair. 
Casus the strong, and Crapathus the fair; 
Cos, where Eurypylus possess'd the sway. 
Till great Alcides made the realms obey ; 
These Antiphus and bold Phidippus bring. 
Sprung from, the god by Thessalus the king. 

Now, Muse, recount Pelasgic Argos' powers, 
From Alosr; Alop^, and Trechin's towers : 
From Phthia's spacious vales ; and Hella, bless'd 
With female beauty far beyond the rest. 
Full fifty ships beneath Achilles' care. 
The' Achaians, Myrmidons, Hellenians bear ; 
Thessalians all, though various in their name ; 
The same their nation, and their chief the same. 
But now inglorious, stretch'd along the shore. 
They hear the brazen voice of war no more ; 
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No more the foe they face in dire array : 
Close in his fleet the angry leader lay ; 
Since fair Brise'is from his arms was tom^ 
The noblest spoil from sack'd Lypnessus borne. 
Then, when the chief the Theban walls o'erthrew, 
And the bold sons of great Evenus slew. 
There moum'd Achilles, plunged in depth of care. 
But soon to rise in slaughter, blood, and war. 

To these the youth of Phylac^ succeed, 
Itona, famous for her fleecy breed. 
And grassy Pteleon deck'd with cheerful greens. 
The bowers of Ceres, and the silvan scenes, 
Sweet Pyrrhasus, with blooming flowerets 

crown'd. 
And Antron's watery dens, and cavern'd ground. 
These own'd, as chief, Protesilas the brave. 
Who now lay silent in the gloomy grave : 
The first who boldly touch'd the Trojan shore, 
Ind dyed a Phrygian lance with Grecian gore ; 
rhere lies, far distant from <his native plain ; 
[Jnfinish'd, his proud palaces remain, 
Vnd his sad consort beats her breast in vain. 
ilis troops in forty ships Podarces led, 
!phiclus' son, and brother to the dead ; 
^or he unworthy to command the host ; 
ITet still they moum'd their ancient leader lost. 
The men whom Glaphyra's fair soil partake, 
iVhere hills encircle Boebe's lowly lake, 
iVliere Phxre hears the neighbouring waters fall, 
)r proud lolcus lifts her airy wall, 
n ten black ships embark'd for Ilion's shore, 
i^ith bold Eumelus, whom Alcest^ bore : 
Ul Pelias' race Alcest^ far outshined, 
[he grace and glory of the beauteous hinds 
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The troops Methon^, or Thaumasia yields, 
Olizon's rocks, or Meliboea's fields, 
With Philoctetes sail'd, whose matchless art 
From the tough bow directs the feather'd dart 
Seyen were his ships ; each vessel fifty row, 
Skill'd in his science of the dart and bow. 
But he lay raging on the Lemnian ground, 
A poisonous hydra gave the burning wound ; 
There groan'd the chief in agonizing pain. 
Whom Greece at length shall wish, nor wish in 

iain. 
His forees Medon led from Lemnos* shore, 
Oileus' son, whom beauteous Rhena bore. 
The' CEchalian race, in those high towers 
cbhtain'd, 
Where once Eurytus in proud triumph reign'd. 
Or where her humbler turrets Tricca rears. 
Or where Ithom^, rough with rocks, appears. 
In thirty sail the sparkling waves divide. 
Which Podalirius and Machaon guide. 
To these his skill their parent-god imparts. 
Divine professori? of the healing arts. 

The bold Ormenian and Asteriatt bands^ 
In forty barks Eurypylus commands. 
Where Titan hides his hoary head in snow. 
And where Hyperia's silver fountains flow. 

Thy troops, Argissa, Polypcetes leads. 
And Eleon, shelter'd by Olympus' shades, 
Gyrton^'s warriors ; and where Orth^ lies^ 
And Oleosson's chalky diifs arise. 
Sprung from Pirithous of immortal race. 
The fruit of fair Hippodame's embrace, 
(That day, when hurl'd from Pelion's cloudy head. 
To distant dens the shaggy Centaurs fled) 
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With PolypOBtes join'd in equal sway 
Leonteus leads, and forty ships obey. 

In twenty sail the bold Perrhaebians came 
From Cyphus, Guneus was their leader's name. 
With these the Enians join'd, and those who freeze 
Where cold Dodona lifts her holy trees ; 
Or where the pleasing Titaresius glides. 
And into Peneus rolls his easy tides ; 
Yet o'er the silver surface pure they flow, 
The sacred stream unmix'd with streams below, 
Sacred and awful ! from the dark abodes 
Styx pours them forth, the dreadful oath of gods ! 
Last, under Prothous the Magnesians stood^ 
(Prothous the swift, of old Tenthredon's blood) ; 
Who dwell where Pelion, crown'd with piny 

boughs. 
Obscures the glade, and nods his shaggy brow^ ; 
Or where through flowery Temp^ Peneus stray'd : 
(The region stretch'd beneath his mighty shade) 
In forty sable barks they stenmi'd the main ; 
Such were the chiefs, and such the Grecian train* 

Say next, O Muse ! of all Achaia breeds. 
Who bravest Ibught, or rein'd the noblest steeds ? 
Eumelus' mares were foremost in the chase. 
As eagles fleet, and of Pheretian race ; 
Bred where Pieria's fruitful fountains flow. 
And train'd by him who bears the silver bow. 
Fierce in the flght, their nostrils breathed a flame. 
Their height, their colour, and their age the same ; 
O'er fields of death they whirl the rapid car, 
And break the ranks, and thunder through the war. 

Ajax in arms the first renown acquired. 
While stem Achilles in his wrath retired : 
(His was the strength that mortal might exceeds, 
And his the' unrival'd race of heavenly steeds). 
76. H 
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But Thetis' son now shines in arms no more ; 
His troops, neglected on the sandy shore. 
In empty air their sportive javelins tlftrow. 
Or whirl the disk, or bend an idle bow : 
Unstain'd with blood his cover'd chariots stand; 
The'' immortal coursers graze along the strand; 
But the brave chiefs the' inglorious life deplored 
And, wandering o'er the camp, required their l«rd 

Now, like a deluge, covering all around. 
The shining armies sweep along the ground ; 
Swift as a flood of fire, when storms arise, 
Ploats the wide field, and blazes to the skies. 
Earth groan'd beneath them ; as when angry Joy 
Hurls down the forky lightning from above. 
On Arim^ when he the thunder throws. 
And fires Typhosus with redoubled blows. 
Where Typhon, press'd beneath the burning load 
Still feels the fury of the' avenging god. 

But various Iris, Jove's commands to bear, 
Speeds on the wings of wind through liquid aii 
In Priam's porch the Trojan chiefs she found, 
The old consulting^ and the youths around. 
Polites' shape, the monarch's son, she chose. 
Who from ^setes' tomb observed the foes. 
High on the mound ; from whence in prospect la; 
The fields, the tents, the navy, arid the bay. 
In this dissembled form she hastes to bring 
The' unwelcome message to the Phrygian king 

* Cease to consult, the time for action calls; 
War, horrid war, approaches to your walls ! 
Assembled armies oft have I beheld ; 
But ne'er till now such numbers charged a fieU 
Thick as autumnal leaves or driving sand. 
The moving squadrons blacken all the strand. 
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rhou, godlike Hector ! all thy force employ, 

%.ssemble all the' united bands of Troy ; 

^n just array let every leader call 

Phe foreign troops : this day demands them all.^ 

The voice divine the mighty chief alarms ; 
Fhe council breaks, the warriors rush to arms. 
Fhe gates unfolding pour forth all their train, 
Nations on nations fill tha-^nsky plain, [ground; 
Men, steeds, and chariots, shake the trembling 
The tumult thickens, and the skies resound. 
Amidst the plain, in sight of Ilion, stands 
A rising mount, the work of human hands ; 
(This for Myrinne's tomb the' immortals, know, 
Though call'd Bate'ia in the world below) 
Beneath their chiefs in martial order here. 
The' auxiliar troops and Trojan hosts appear. 

The godlike Hector, high above the rest. 
Shakes his huge spear, and nod^ his plumy crest : 
In throngs around his native bands repair. 
And groves of lances glitter in the air. 

Divine iEneas brings the Dardan race, 
Anchises' son, by Venus' stolen embrace, 
9om in the shades of Ida's secret grove ; 
(A mortal mixing with the queen of love) 
Archilochus and Acamas divide 
The warrior's toils, and combat by his side. 

Who fair Zeleia's wealthy valleys till, * 
Fast by the foot of Ida's sacred hill. 
Or drink, ^sepus, of thy sable flood. 
Were led by Pandarus, of royal blood ; 
To whom his art Apollo deign'd to show, 
Graced with the presents of his shafts and bow. 

From rich Apsesus and Adrestia's towers. 
High Teree's summits, and Pityea's bowers ; 
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Diit TbetiN son now shines in arms no more; I' 
lli» tniiijis, neglected on the sandy shore, I 
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Or wliiri tliv disk, or bend an idle bow : 1 

TnttainM witlt blood his corer'd chariots stsod; 
Thi-'immoTtiil coursers juraze along the strand; 
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And, wandering o'er thi^cnnip, required their Inl 

Now, like a deluge, covering all around. 
Tile shining armies ^wei-p along the ground; 
Swift as n Hood of fire, when storms arise. 
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lluris down the forky lightning from aboTe, 
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From these the congregated troops obey 
Young Amphius' and Adrastus' equal sway ; 
Old Merops' sons ; whom, skill'd in fates to come, 
The sire forewarned, and prophesied their doom: 
Fate urged them on ! the sire forewamM in vain, 
They rush'd to war, and perish'd on the plain. 

From Practius' stream, Percote's pasture lands, 
And Sestos and Abydos' neighbouring strands, 
From great Arisba's walls and Selle's coast, 
Asius Hyrtacides conducts his host : 
High on his car he shakes the flowing reins, 
His fiery coursers thunder o'er the plains. 

The fierce Pelasgi next, in war renown'd, 
March from Larissa's ever-fertile ground : 
In equal arms their brother leaders shine, 
Hippothous bold, and Pileus the divine. 

Next Acamas and Pyrous lead their hosts, 
In dread array, from Thracia's wintry coasts ; 
Round the bleak realms whereHellespontus roars, 
And Boreas beats the hoarse-resounding' shores. 

With great Euphemus the Ciconians move, 
Sprung from Troezenian Ceus, loved by Jove. 

Pyraechmes the Pfeonian troops attend, 
Skill'd in the fight their crooked bows to bend; 
From Axius' ample bed he leads them on, 
Axius, that laves the distant Amydon, 
Axius, that swells with all his neighbouring rillS| 
And wide around the floating region fills. 
The Paphlagonians Pylaemenes rules. 
Where rich Henetia breeds her savage mules, 
Where Erythinus' rising cliff's are seen. 
Thy groves of box, Cytorus ! ever green ; 
And where iEgyalus and Cromna lie. 
Ami lofty Sesamus invades the sky, 
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And where Parthenius, rolPd through banks of 

flowers, 
Reflects her bordering palaces and bowers. 

Here march'd in arms the Halizonian band. 
Whom Odius and Epistrophus command, 
From those far regions where the sun refines 
The ripening silver in Alybean mines. 

There, mighty Chromis led the Mysian train, 
And augur Ennomus, inspired in vain ; 
For stern Achilles lopp'd his sacred head, 
RoU'd down Scamander with the vulgar dead. 

Phorcys and brave Ascanius here unite 
The' Ascanian Phrygians, eager for the fight. 

Of those who round Maeonia's realms reside, 
Or whom the vales in shades of Tmolus hide, 
Mesdes and Antiphus the charge partake. 
Bom on the banks of Gyges' silent lake. 
There, from the fields where wild Maeander flows, 
High Mycal^, and Latmos' shady brows. 
And proud Miletus, came the Carian throngs. 
With mingled clamours, and with barbarous 

tongues. 
Amphimachus and Naustes guide the train, 
Naustes thie bold, Amphimachus the vain. 
Who trick'dwith gold, and glittering on his^ar. 
Rode like a woman to the field of war. 
Fool that he was ! by fierce Achilles slain. 
The river swept him to the briny main : [lies ; 
There whelm'd with waves the gaudy warrior 
The valiant victor seized the golden prize. 

The forces last in fair array succeed, 
Which blameless Glaucus and Sarpedon lead ; 
The warlike bands that distant Lycia yields. 
Where gulfy Xanthus foams along the fields. 

h2 
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BOOK III. 



tSn^e 9Lt%umtnU 

THE DUEL OF MENELADS AND PARIS. 

Tbe trmies beiog ready to engage, a single c<HBb«t is agreed 
apon between Menelans and Paris (bj the interreatioo of 
Hector) for the determination of the war. Iris is sent to 
call Helena to behold the fight. She leads her to the walli 
of Troj, where Priam sat with his counsellors, obserriag 
the Grecian leaders on the plain below, to whom Hdea 
gives an account of the chief of them. The kings oa 
either part take the solemn oath for the conditions €i tiio 
pombat. The doel ensoes ; wherein Paris being ofer- 
come, he is snatched awaj in a clood bj Venus, and tnat- 
ported to his apartment. She then calls Helen from tbe 
walls, and brings the loyers together. Agamemnon, oo 
the part of the Grecians, demands the restoration of 
Helen, and the performance of the articles. 

The three-and-twentieth day still continues thronghost 
this book. The scene is sometimes in the fields before 
Ttoj, and sometimes in Troj itself. 



Thus by their leader's care each martial band 
Moves into ranks, and stretches o'er the land. 
With shouts the Trojans, rushing from afar. 
Proclaim their motions, and provoke the war: 
So when inclement winters vex the plain 
With piercing frosts, or thick-descending cain, 
To warmer seas the cranes embodied fly. 
With noise, and order, through the midway sky; 
To pigmy nations wounds and death they bringi 
And all the war descends upon the wing. 
But silent, breathing rage, resolved and skill'd 
By mutual aids to fix a doubtful field, 
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aarch the Greeks : the rapid dust around 
ling arises from the labour'd ground, 
rom his flaggy wings when Notus sheds 
it of vapours round the mountain heads, 
gliding mists the dusky fields invade, 
ives more grateful than the midnight shade ; 
scarce the swains their feeding flocks sur- 
id confused amidst the thicken'd day; [vey, 
app'd in gathering dust, the Grecian train, 
ing cloud, swept on, and hid the plain. 
V front to front the hostile armies stand, 
of fight, and only wait command ^ 
, to the van, before the sons of fame 
I Troy sent forth, the beauteous Paris came ; 
n a god ! the panther's speckled hide 
I o'er his armour with an easy pride ; 
mded bow across his shoulders flung, 
rord beside him negligently hung, 
ointed spears he shook with gallant grace, 
ared the bravest of the Grecian race, 
thus, with glorious air, and proud disdain. 
Idly stalk'd, the foremost on the plain, 
^enelaiis, loved of Mars, espies, 
lieart elated, and with joyful eyes : 
s a lion, if the branching deer 
untain goat, his bulky prize, appear ; 
he seizes and devours the slain, 
d by bold youth, and baying dogs in vain, 
bnd of vengeance, with a furious bound, 
aging arms he leaps upon the ground 
his high chariot : him, approaching near, 
auteous champion views with marks of fear ; 
viih a conscious sense, retires behind, 
huns the fate he well deserves to find. 
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As when some shepherd, from the rustling trees 
Shot forth to view, a scaly serpent sees. 
Trembling and pale, he starts with wild afiright, 
And all confused precipitates his flight; 
So from the king the shining warrior flies. 
And plunged amid the thickest Trojans lies. 
As godlike Hector sees the prince retreat. 
He thus upbraids him with a generous heat— 
* Unhappy Paris ! but to women brave ! 
So fairly form'd, and only to deceive ! 
Ohyhadst thou died when flrst thou saw'st the light, 
Or died at least before thy nuptial rite ! 
A better fate than vainly thus to boast. 
And fly, the scandal of the Trojan host. 
Gods ! how the scornful Greeks exult to see 
Their fears of danger undeceived in thee ! 
Thy figure promised with a martial air. 
But ill thy soul supplies a form so fair. 
In former days, in all thy gallant pride, 
When thy tall ships triumphant stemm'd the tide^ 
When Greece beheld thy painted canvass flow, 
And crowds stood wondering at the passing show, 
Say, was it thus, with such a baflled mien. 
You met the' approaches of the Spartan queen. 
Thus from her realm convey 'd the beauteous prize, 
And both her warlike lords outshined in Helen's 

eyes? 
This deed, thy foes' delight, thy own disgrace. 
Thy father's grief, and ruin of thy race ; 
This deed recalls thee to the profler'd fight ; 
Or hast thou injured whom thou darest not right? 
Soon to thy cost the field would make thee know 
Thou keep'st the consort of a braver foe. 
Thy. graceful form instilling soft desire. 
Thy curling tresses, and thy silver lyre. 
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Beauty and youth ; in vain to these you trust. 
When youth and beauty shall be laid in dust : 
Troy yet may wake, and one avengmg blow 
Crush the dire author of his country's woe.* 

His silence here, with blushes, Paris breaks : 
* Tis just, my brother, what your anger speaks : 
But who like thee can boast a soul sedate. 
So tirmly proof to all the shocks of Fate ? 
Thy force, like steel, a tempered hardness shows. 
Still edged to wound, and still untired with blows, 
like steel, uplifted by some strenuous swain. 
With falling woods to strow the wasted plain. 
Thy gifts I praise ; nor thou despise the charms 
With which a lover golden Venus arms ; 
Soft moving speech, and pleasing outward show ; 
No wish can gain them, but the gods bestow. 
Yet,wouldst thou have the proifer'd combat stand. 
The Greeks and Trojans seat on either hand ; 
Then let a mid-way space our hosts divide. 
And, on that stage of war the cause be tried : 
By Paris there the Spartan king be fought. 
For beauteous Helen and the wealth she brought; 
And who his rival can in arms subdue. 
His be the fair, and his the treasure too. 
Thus with a lasting league your toils may cease. 
And Troy possess her fertile fields in peace ; 
Thus may the Greeks review their native shore. 
Much famed for generous steeds, for beauty more.^ 
He said. The challenge Hector heard with joy. 
Then with his spear restrained the youth of Troy, 
Held by the midst, athwart ; and near the foe 
Advanced with steps majestically slow : 
While round his dauntless head the G recians pour 
Their stones and arrows in a mingled shower. 
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The troops Methon^, or Thaumasia yields, 
Olizon's rocks, or Meliboea's fields, 
With Philoctetes sail'd, whose matchless art 
From the tough bow directs the feather'd dart 
Seven were his ships ; each vessel fifty row, 
Skill'd in his science of the dart and bow. 
But he lay raging on the Lemnian ground, 
A poisonous hydra gave the burning wound ; 
There groan'd the chief in agonizing pain, 
Whom Greece at length shall wish, nor wish in 

iain. 
His forees Medon led from Lemnos* shore, 
Oileus' son, whom beauteous Rhena bore. 

The' CEchalian race, in those high towers 
cbntain'd, 
Where once Eurytus in proud triumph reign'd. 
Or where her humbler turrets Tricca rears. 
Or where Ithom^, rough with rocks, appears. 
In thirty sail the sparkling waves divide, 
Which Podalirius and Machaon guide. 
To these his skill their parent-god imparts. 
Divine professori? of the healing arts. 

The bold Ormenian and Asteriatt bands- 
In forty barks Eurypylus commands. 
Where Titan hides his hoary head in snow. 
And where Hyp'eria's silver fountains flow. 

Thy troops, Argissa, Polypcetes leads. 
And Eleon, shelter'd by Olympus' shades, 
Gyrton^'s warriors ; and where Orth^ lies,. 
And Oleosson's chalky cliffs arise. 
Sprung from Pirithbus of immortal race,^ 
The fruit of fair Hippodame's embrace, 
(That day, wheii hurl'd from Pelion's cloudy head. 
To distant dens the shaggy Centaurs fled) 
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With Polypoetes join'd in equal sway 
Leonteus leads, and forty ships obey. 

In tweiity sail the bold Perrhaebians came 
From Cyphus, Guneus ivas their leader's name. 
With these the Enians join'd, and those ivho freeze 
Where cold Dodona lifts her holy trees ; 
Or where the pleasing Titaresius glides. 
And into Peneus rolls his easy tides ; 
Yet o'er the silver surface pure they flow» 
The sacred stream unmix'd with streams below, 
Sacred and awful ! from the dark abodes 
Styx pours them forth, the dreadful oath of gods ! 
Last, under Prothous the Magnesians stood^ 
(Prothous the swift, of old Tenthredon's blood) ; 
Who dwell where Pelion, crown'd with piny 

boughs, 
Obscures the glade, and nods his shaggy browsi ; 
Or where through flowery Temp^ Peneus stray'd : 
(The region stretoh'd beneath his mighty shade) 
In forty sable barks they stemm'd the main ; 
Such were the chiefs, and such the Grecian train. 

Say next, O Muse ! of all Achaia breeds. 
Who bravest Ibught, or rein'd the noblest steeds ? 
Eumelus' mares wer6 foremost in the chase. 
As eagles fleet, and of Pheretian race ; 
Bred where Pieria's fruitful fountains flow. 
And train'd by him who bears the silver bow. 
Fierce in the flght, their nostrils breathed a flame. 
Their height, their colour, and their age the same ; 
O'er fields of death they whirl the rapid car, 
And break the ranks, and thunder through the war. 

Ajax in arms the first renown acquired. 
While stem Achilles in his wrath retired : 
(His was the strength that mortal might exceeds. 
And his the' unrival'd race of heavenly steeds). 
76. H 
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But Thetis' son now shines in arms no more 
His troops, neglected on the sandy shore. 
In empty air their sportive javelins ttfirow. 
Or whirl the disk, or bend an idle bow : 
Unstain'd with blood his cover'd chariots sti 
The'* immortal coursers graze along the strai 
But the brave chiefs the' inglorious life deplo 
And, wandering o'er the camp, required their 1 

^ow, like a deluge, covering all around. 
The shining armies sweep along the ground ; 
Swift as a flood of fire, when storms arise. 
Floats the wide field, and blazes to the skie 
Earth groan'd beneath them ; as when angry .1 
Hurls down the forky lightning from above. 
On Arim^ when he the thunder throws. 
And fires Typhosus with redoubled blows. 
Where Typhon, press'd beneath the burning h 
Still feels the fury of the' avenging god. 

But various Iris, Jove's commands to bei 
Speeds on the wings of wind through liquid 
In Priam's porch the Trojan chiefs she foun 
The old consulting) and the youths around. 
Polites' shape, the monarch's son, she chos< 
Who from ^setes' tomb observed the foes. 
High on the mound ; from whence in prospeci 
The fields, the tents, the navy, arid the bay. 
In this dissembled form she hastes to bring 
The' unwelcome message to the Phrygian h 

^ Cease to consult, the time for action ca 
War, horrid war, approaches to your walls 
Assembled armies oft have I beheld ; 
But ne'er till now such numbers charged a f 
Thick as autumnal leaves or driving sand. 
The moving squadrons blacken all the stran 
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From these the congregated troops obey 
Young Amphius' and Adrastus' equal sway ; 
Old Merops' sons ; whom, skill'd in fates to con 
The sire forewam'd, and prophesied their dooi 
Fate urged them on ! the sire forewam'd in vai 
They rush'd to war, and perish'd on the plain. 
FromPractius' stream, Percote's pasture land 
And Sestos and Abydos' neighbouring strands 
From great Arisba's walls and Selle's coast, 
Asius Hyrtacides conducts his host : 
High on his car he shakes the flowing reins. 
His fiery coursers thunder o'er the plains. 

The fierce Pelasgi next, in war renown'd, 
March from Larissa's ever-fertile ground : 
In equal arms their brother leaders shine, 
Hippothous bold, and Pileus the divine. 

Next Acamas and Pyrous lead their hosts. 
In dread array, from Thracia's wintry coasts ; 
Round the bleak realms whereHellespontus roan 
And Boreas beats the hoarse-resounding' shores 
With great Euphemus the Ciconians move, 
Sprung from Troezenian Ceus, loved by Jove. 

Pyraechmes the Pteonian troops attend, 
Skill'd in the fight their crooked bows to bend ; 
From Axius' ample bed he leads them on, 
Axius, that laves the distant Amydon, 
Axius, that swells with all his neighbouring rills 
And wide around the floating region fills. 
The Paphlagonians Pylaemenes rules. 
Where rich Henetia breeds her savage mules. 
Where Erythinus' rising cliffs are seen. 
Thy groves of box, Cytorus ! ever green ; 
And where ^gyalus and Cromna lie, 
Ai\i lofty Sesamus invades the sky, 
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And where Parthenius, roll'd through banks of 

flowers, 
Reflects her bordering palaces and bowers. 

Here march'd in arms the Halizonian band, 
Wliom Odius and Epistrophus command, 
From those far regions where the sun refines 
Fhe ripening silver in Alybean mines. 

There, mighty Chromis led the Mysian train, 
And augur Ennomus, inspired in vain ; 
For stern Achilles lopp'd his sacred head, 
Roird down Scamander with the vulgar dead. 

Phorcys and brave Ascanius here unite 
rhe' Ascanian Phrygians, eager for the fight. 

Of those who round M aeonia's realms reside, 
Or whom the vales in shades of Tmolus hide, 
IVIestles and Antiphus the charge partake, 
Bom on the banks of Gyges' silent lake, 
rhere, from the flelds where wild Maeander flows, 
Sigh Mycal^, and Latmos' shady brows. 
And proud Miletus, came the Carian throngs. 
With mingled clamours, and with barbarous 

tongues. 
Amphimachus and Naustes guide the train, 
S^austes the bold, Amphimachus the vain. 
Who trick'dwith gold, and glittering on his^ar, 
Rrode like a woman to the field of war. 
Fool that he was ! by fierce Achilles slain. 
The river swept him to the briny main : [lies ; 
There whelm'd with waves the gaudy warrior 
rhe valiant victor seized the golden prize. 

The forces last in fair array succeed, 
Wliich blameless Glaucus and Sarpedon lead ; 
Fhe warlike bands that distant Lycia yields, 
Wliere gulfy Xanthus foams along the fields. 

H 2 
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BOOK III. 



tS^te argument* 

THE DUEL OF MENELAUS AND PARIS. 

The armies being ready to engage, a single combat is agreed 
upon between Menelaus and Paris (bj the intervention ol 
Hector) for the determination of the war. Iris is sent to 
call Helena to behold the fight. She leads her to the walh 
of Troj, where Priam sat with his coansellors, obserTiag 
the Grecian leaders on the plain below, to whom Hdei 
gives an account of the chief of them. Tke kings oi 
either part take the solemn oath for the conditions of tiM 
pombat. The duel ensnes ; wherein Paris being over- 
come, he is snatched awaj in a doad bjr Venas, and trans' 
ported to bis apartment. She then calls Helen from the 
inralls, and brings the lovers together. Agamemnon, oi 
the part of the Grecians, demands the restoration ol 
Helen, and the performance of the articles. 

The three-and-twentieth day still continues throaghooi 
this book. The scene is sometimes in the fields befori 
Jroy, and sometimes in Troy itself. 



Thus by their leader's care each martial band 
Moves into ranks, and stretches o'er the land. 
With shouts the Trojans, rushing from afar. 
Proclaim their motions, and provoke the war : 
So when inclement winters vex the plain 
With piercing frosts, or thick-descending rain, 
To warmer seas the cranes embodied fly, 
With noise, and order, through the midway sky; 
To pigmy nations wounds and death they bring 
And all the war descends upon the wing. 
But silent, breathing rage, resolved and skill'd 
By mutual aids to fix a doubtfid field;, 
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Swift march the Greeks : the rapid dust around 
Darkening arises from the labour'd ground. 
Thus from his flaggy wings when Notus sheds 
A night of yapours round the mountain heads. 
Swift-gliding mists the dusky fields invade. 
To thieves more grateful than the midnight shade ; 
While scarce the swains their feeding flocks sur> 
Lost and confused amidst the thicken'd day ; [vey , 
So, wrapp'd in gathering dust, the Grecian train, 
A moving cloud, swept on, and hid the plain. 

Now front to front the hostile armies stand, 
£^er of flght, and only wait command ^ 
When, to the van, before the sons of fame 
Whom Troy sent forth, the beauteous Paris came ; 
In form a god ! the panther's speckled hide 
Flow'd o'er his armour with an easy pride ; 
His bended bow across his shoulders flung. 
His sword beside him negligently hung, 
Two pointed spears he shook with gallant grace, 
And dared the bravest of the Grecian race. 

As thus, with glorious air, and proud disdain. 
He boldly stalk'd, the foremost on the plain. 
Him Menelaiis, loved of Mars, espies. 
With heart elated, and with joyful eyes : 
So joys a lion, if the branching deer 
Or mountain goat, his bulky prize, appear ; 
!Eager he seizes and devours the slain, 
Press'd by bold youth, and baying dogs in vain. 
Thus /fond of vengeance, with a furious bound. 
In clanging arms he leaps upon the ground 
From his high chariot : him, approaching near. 
The beauteous champion views with marks of fear ; 
Smit with a conscious sense, retires behind, 
^nd shuns the fate he well deserves to find. 



88 THE ILIAD. B. III. 

* Arise, O father of the Trojan state ! 
The nations call, thy joyful people wait, 
To seal the truce, and end the dire debate. 
Paris, thy son, and Sparta's king advance. 
In measured lists to toss the weighty lance ; 
And who his rival shall in arms subdue. 
His be the dame, and his the treasure too. 
Thus with a lasting league our toils may ceas< 
And Troy possess her fertile fields in peace ; 
So shall the Greeks review their native shore, 
Much famed for generous steeds, for beauty mor< 

With grief he heard, and bade the chiefs prepa 
To join his milk-white coursers to the car : 
He mounts the seat, Antenor at his side ; 
The gentle steeds through Scaea's gates they guid 
Next from the car descending on the plain, 
Amid the Grecian host ,lmd Trojan train. 
Slow they proceed :' the sage Ulysses then 
Arose, and with him rose the king of men. 
On either side a sacred herald stands. 
The wine they mix, and on each monarches ham 
Pour the full urn ; then draws the Grecian loi 
His cutlass sheath'd beside his ponderous swon 
From the sign'd victims crops the curling hair. 
The heralds part it, and the princes share ; 
Then loudly thus. before the' attentive bands 
He calls the gods, and spreads his lifted hands- 

' O first and greatest power ! whom all obe; 
Who high on Ida's holy mountain sway. 
Eternal Jove ! and you, bright orb, that roll 
From east to west, and view from pole to pole 
Thou, mother £ar^ ! and all ye living floods ! 
Infernal furies, and Tartarean gods. 
Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 
For perjured kings, and all who falsely swear! 
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Hear, and be witness. If, by Paris slain. 

Great Menelaiis press the fatal plain ; 

The dame and treasures let the Trojan keep. 

And Greece returning plough the watery deep. 

If by my brother's lance the Trojan bleed. 

Be his the wealth and beauteous dame decreed : 

The' appointed fine let Ilion justly pay. 

And every age record the signal day. 

This if the Phrygians shall refuse to yield. 

Arms must revenge, and Mars decide the field.' 

"With that the chief the tender victims slew. 
And in the dust their bleeding bodies threw ; 
The vital spirit issued at the wound, 
And left the in^itf^sjIjHivering on the ground. 
From the sam^<^(rh the^^i^Hk the mingled wine. 
And add liba^bns to /4hfe powers divine. 
While thus/tfieir pu.yw^ uiiited mount the sky; 
* Hear, migM^ Jq^ef ! aehd hjear, ye gods on high ! 
And may the^Uood, who^irst the league con- 

found,X,^ ^ l ^*"^ 
Shed like this wine, Jistain the thirsty ground ; 
May all their consorts serve promiscuous lust, 
And all their race be scatter'd as the dust !' 
Thus either host their imprecations join'd. 
Which Jove refused, and mingled with the wind^ 

The rites now finish'd, reverend Priam rose. 
And thus express'd a heart o'ercharged with 

woes — 
' Ye Greeks and Trojans, let the chiefs engage. 
But spare the weakness of my feeble age : 
In yonder walls that object let me shun, 
Nor view the danger of so dear a son. [fall, 
Whose arms shall conquer, and what prince shall 
Heaven only knows, for Heaven disposes all/ 

I 2 
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Thb said, the hoary king no longer stayed, 
But on his car the slaughter'd victims laid ; 
Then seized the reins his gentle steeds to guid 
And drove to Troy, Antenor at his side. 

Bold Hector and Ulysses now dispose 
The lists of combat, and the ground enclose ; 
Next to decide, by sacred lots prepare. 
Who first shall launch his pointed spear in aii 
The people pray with elevated hands, 
And words like these are heard through all t 

bands — 
* Immortal Jove, high heaven's superior lord, 
On lofty Ida's holy mount adored ! 
Whoe'er involved us in this dire debate, 
O give that author of the war to Fate 
And shades eternal ! let division cease. 
And joyful nations join in leagues of peace.' 

With eyes averted Hector hastes to turn 
The lots of fight, and shakes the brazen urn. 
Then, Paris, thine leap'd forth; by fatal Chan 
Ordain'd the first to whirl the weighty lance. 
Both armies sat the combat to survey. 
Beside each chief his azure armour lay. 
And round the lists the generous coursers nei| 
The beauteous warrioi* now arrays for fight, 
In gilded arms magnificently bright : 
The purple cuishes clasp his thighs around. 
With flowers adorn'd, with silver buckles bouii 
Lycaon's corselet his fair body dress'd. 
Braced in, and fitted to his softer breast ; 
A radiant baldric, o'er his shoulder tied, 
Sustain'd the sword that glitter'd at his side : 
His youthful face a polish'd helm o'erspread ; 
The waving horse-hair nodded on his head ; 
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His figured shield, a shining orb, he takes, 
And in his hand a pointed javelin shakes. 
With equal speed, and fired by equal charms. 
The Spartan hero sheaths his limbs in arms. 

Now round the lists the' admiring armies stand. 
With javelins fix'd, the Greek and Trojan band. 
Amidst the dreadful vale, the chiefs advance. 
All pale with rage,and shake the threatening lance. 
The Trojan first his shining javelin threw ; 
Full on Atrides' ringing shield it flew, 
Nor pierced the brazen orb, but with a bound 
Leap'd from the buckler, blunted, on the ground. 
Atrides then his massy lance prepares. 
In act to throw, but first prefers his prayers : 

* Give me, great Jove ! to punish lawless lust. 
And lay the Trojan gasping in the dust : 
Destroy the' aggressor, aid my righteous cause. 
Avenge the breach of hospitable laws ! 
Let this example future times reclaim. 
And guard from wrong fair friendship's holy name.' 
He said, and poised in air the javelin sent. 
Through Paris' shield the forceful weapon went. 
His corselet pierces, and his garment rends. 
And glancing downward, near his flank descends. 
The wary Trojan, bending from the blow. 
Eludes the death, and disappoints his foe : 
But fierce Atrides waved his sword, and strook 
Full on his casque ; the crested helmet shook ; 
The brittle steel, unfaithful to his hand. 
Broke short; the fragments glitter'd on the sand^ 
The raging warrior to the spacious skies 
Raised his upbraiding voice, and angry eyes : 
* Then is it vain in Jove himself to trust? 
And is it thus the gods assist the just 7 
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When crimes provoke us, Ileayen success denies; 
The dart falls harmless, and the falchion flies.' 
Furious he said, and toward the Grecian crew 
(Seized by the crest) the' unhappy warrior drew; 
Struggling he followed, while the' embroider'd 

thong 
That tied his helmet, dragg'd the chief along. 
Then had his ruin crown'd Atrides' joy. 
But Venus trembled for the prince of Troy : 
Unseen she came, and burst the golden band; 
And left an empty helmet in his hand. 
The casque, enraged, amidst the Greeks he threw 
The Greeks with smiles the polish'd trophy view 
Then, as once more he liftt the deadly dart. 
In thirst of vengeance, at his rival's heart; 
The queen of love her favour'd champion shroud 
(For gods can all things) in a veil of clouds. 
Raised from the field the panting youth she lee 
And gently laid him on the bridal bed, 
With pleasing sweets his fainting sense renew; 
And all the dome perfumes with heavenly dew 

Meantime the brightest of the female kind. 
The matchless Helen, o'er the walls reclined; 
To her, beset with Trojan beauties, came. 
In borrow'd form, the laughter-loving dame. 
(She seem'd an ancient maid, well-skill'd to ci 
The snowy fleece, and wind the twisted wool. 
The goddess softly shook her silken vest. 
That shed perfumes, and whispering thus a« 
dress'd : 

* Haste, happy nymph ! for thee thy Paris call 
Safe from the fight, in yonder lofty walls. 
Fair as a god ! with odours round him spread 
He lies,, and waits thee on the well-known be 
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INot like a warrior parted from the foe, 
Sut some gay dancer in the public show/ 

She spoke, and Helen's secret soul was moyed ; 
She scorn 'd the champion, but the man she loved, 
fair Venus' neck, her eyes that sparkled fire, 
And breast, reyeal'd the queen of soft desire. 
Struck with her presence, straight the lively red 
forsook her cheek; and,trembling,thus she said — 
' Then is it still thy pleasure to deceive ? 
And woman's frailty always to believe ? 
Say, to new nations must I cross the main, 
Or carry wars to some soft Asian plain ? 
For whom must Helen break her second vow ? 
What other Paris is thy darling now ? 
Left to Atrides, (victor in the strife) 
An odious conquest and a captive wife. 
Hence let me sail : and if thy Paris bear 
My absence ill, let Venus ease his care. 
A handmaid goddess at his side to wait. 
Renounce the glories of thy heavenly state. 
Be fix'd for ever to the Trojan shore. 
His spouse, or slave ; and mount the skies no more. 
For me, to lawless love no longer led, 
I scorn the coward, and detest his bed ; 
Else should I merit everlasting shame. 
And keen reproach, from every Phrygian dame : 
HI suits it now the joys of love to know. 
Too deep my anguish, and too wild my woe.' 

Then, thus incensed, the Paphian queen replies : 
* Obey the power from whom thy glories rise ; 
Should Venus leave thee, every charm must fly. 
Fade from thy cheek, and languish in thy eye. 
Cease to provoke me, lest I make thee more 
The world's aversion, than their love before ; 
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Now the bright prize for which mankind engage, 
Then, the sad victim of the public rage.' 

At this, the fairest of her sex obey'd. 
And veil'd her blushes in a silken shade ; 
Unseen, and silent, from the train she moves, 
Led by the goddess of the smiles and loves. 
Arrived, and enter'd at the palace gate, 
The maids officious round their mistress wait; 
Then, all dispersing, various tasks attend ; 
The queen and goddess to the prince ascend. 
Full in her Paris' sight the queen of love 
Had placed the beauteous progeny of Jove ; 
Where, as he view'd her charms, she tum'd awaj 
Her glowing eyes, and thus began to say — 

' Is this the chief, who lost to sense of shame 
Late fled the field, and yet survives his fame? 
O hadst thou died beneath the righteous sword 
Of that brave man whom once I call'd my lord! 
The boaster Paris oft desired the day 
With Sparta's king to meet in single fray : 
Go now, once more thy rival's rage excite. 
Provoke Atrides, and renew the fight : 
Yet Helen, bids thee stay, lest thou unskill'd 
Shouldst fall an easy conquest on the field.' 

The prince replies — ^ Ah cease, divinely fair 
Nor add reproaches to the wounds I bear ; 
This day the foe prevail'd by Pallas' power : 
We yet may vanquish in a happier hour : 
There want not gods to favour us above : 
But let the business of our life be love : 
These softer moments let delights employ, 
And kind embraces snatch the hasty joy. 
Not thus I loved thee, when from Sparta's shore 
My forced; my willing heavenly prize I bore, 
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lien first entranced in Cranaes isle I lay, 

ix'd with thy soul, and all dissolved away !' 

lus haying spoke, the' enamour'd Phrygian boy 

ush'd to the bed, impatient for the joy. 

im Helen follow'd slow wit!h bashful charms, 

nd clasp'd the blooming hero in her arms. 

While these to Love's delicious rapture yield, 

le stern Atrides rages round the field : 

> some fell lion whom the woods obey, 

oars through the desert, and demands his prey. 

aris he seeks, impatient to destroy, 

lit seeks in vain along the troops of Troy ; 

en those had yielded to a foe so brave 

le recreant warrior, hateful as the grave. 

len speaking thus, the king of kings arose, 

ITe Trojans, Dardans, all our generous foes I 

emr and attest! from Heaven with conquest 

crown'd, 
ur brother's arms the just success have found : 
e therefore now the Spartan wealth restored, 
bt Argive Helen own her lawful lord ; 
be' appointed fine let Ilion justly pay, 
nd age to age record this signal day.' 
He ceased ; his army's loud applauses rise, 
Lttd the long shout runs echoing through the skies. 
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BOOK IV. 



Hl^e argument* 

THE BREACH OF THE TRUCE, AND THE FIRST BATTLtf. 

The gods deliberate in council concerning the Trojan ^ 
thej agree upon the contiooation of it, and Japiter sc 
down Minerva to break the trace. She persuades Pandi 
to aim an arrow at Menelaas, who is wounded, bat ci 
bj Macbaon. In the meantime some of the Trojan tn 
attack the Greeks. Agamemnon is distinguished i« all 
parts of a good general ; he reviews the troops, and exh 
the leaders, some bj praises and others bj reproofs. Ne 
is particularlj celebrated for his military discipline, 
battle joins, and great numbers are slain on both sides 
The same day continues through this, as through the 
book (as it does also through the two following, and alg 
to the end of the seventh book.) The scene is wholl, 
the field before Troy. 



And now Olympus' shining gates unfold;. 
The gods, with Jove, assume their thrones of go 
Immortal Heb^, fresh with bloom divine^ 
The golden goblet crowns with purple wine : 
While the full bowls flow round,the powers empi 
Their careful eyes on long-contended Troy. 

When Jove, disposed to tempt Satumia's spte' 
Thus waked the fury of his partial queen. 
' Two powers divine the son of Atreus aid. 
Imperial Juno, and the martial maid ; 
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{ut high in heaven they sit, and gaze frcnn far 
"he tame spectators of his deeds of war. 
^ot thus fair Venus helps her favour'd knight, 
'he queen of pleasures shares the toils of fight, 
Sach danger wards, and constant in her care 
»aves in the moment of the last despair, 
ler act has rescued Paris' forfeit life, 
liough great Atrides gaiu'd the glorious strife, 
"hen say, ye powers ! what signal issue waits 
'o crown tiiis deed, and finish all the fates ? 
hall heayen by peace the bleeding kingdoms 

spare, 
h rouse the ^ries, and awake the war? 
^et, would the gods for human good provide, 
Ltrides soon might gain his beauteous bride, 
till Priam's walls in peaceful honours grow, 
ind through his gates the crowding nations flow.' 

Thus while he spoke, the queen of heaven, 

enraged, 
Liid queen of war, in close consult engaged : 
ipart they sit, their deep designs employ. 
Old meditate the future woes of Troy. '\i 

hough secret anger swell'd Miverva's breast, 
he prudent goddess yet her wrath suppress'd ; 
lot Juno, impotent of passion, broke 
[er sullen silence, and with fury spoke : 

* Shall then, O tyrant of the' etherial reign ! 
[y schemes, my labours, and my hopes be vain ? 
[ave I, for this, shook Ilion with alarms, 
.ssembled nations, set two worlds in arms ? 
o 8|Nread the war, I flew from shore to shore; 
he' immortal coursers scarce the labour bore. 
t length ripe vengeance o'er their heads impends, 
at Jove himself the faithless race defends : 

76. K 
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Loath as thou art to punish lawless lust. 
Not all the gods are partial and unjust.' 

The sire whose thunder shakes the cloudy ski 
Sighs from his inmost soul, and thus repUes- 
* Oh lasting rancour ! oh insatiate hate 
To Phrygia's monarch, and the Phrygian sta 
l^hat high offence has fired the wife of Joye 
Can wretched mortals harm the powers aboy 
That Troy and Troy's whole race thou woul' 

confound. 
And yon fair structures level with the grounit 
Haste, leave the skies, fulfil thy stem desire. 
Burst all her gates, and wrap her walls in & 
Let Priam bleed ! if yet thou thirst for more, 
Bleed all his sons, and Ilion float with gore; 
To boundless vengeance the wide realm be giv 
Till vast destruction glut the queen of heave 
So let it be, and Jove his peace enjoy,. 
When heaven no longer hears the name of Tr 
But should this arm prepare to wreak our ha 
On thy loved realms, whose guilt demands tl 

fate; 
Presume not thou the lifted bolt to stay. 
Remember Troy, and give the vengeance wa 
For know, of all the numerous towns that ris 
Beneath the rolling Sun and starry skies; 
Which gods have raised, or earth-bom men enj 
None stands so dear to Jove as sacred Troy. 
No mortals merit more distinguish'd grace 
Than godlike Priam, or than Priam's race. 
Still to our name their hecatombs expire. 
And altars blaze with unextinguish'd fire.' 

At this the goddess roll'd her radiant eyes 
Then on the thunderer fix'd them^ and replies 
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' Three towns are Juno*s on the Grecian plams, 
IVfore dear than all the' extended earth contains, 
Mycenae, Argos, and the Spartan wall ; 
These thou mayst raze, nor I forbid their fall : 
Tis not in me the vengeance to remove ; 
The crime 's sufficient, that they share my love. 
Of power superior why should I complain ? 
Hesent I may, but must resent in vain. 
Yet some distinction Juno might require. 
Sprung with thyself from one celestial sire, 
A goddess bom to share the realms above, 
And styled the consort of the thundering Jove ; 
Nor thou a wife flLnd sister's right deny ; 
Let both consent, and both by turns comply; 
So shall the gods our joint decrees obey. 
And heaven shall act as we direct the way. 
See ready Pallas waits thy high commands. 
To raise in arms the Greek and Phrygian bands ; 
Their sudden friendship by her arts may cease. 
And the proud Trojans first infringe the peace.' 

The sire of men and monarch of the sky 
The' advice approved, and bade Minerva fly. 
Dissolve the league, and all her arts employ 
To make the breach the faithless act of Troy. 

Fired with the charge, she headlong urged her 
flight. 
And shot like lightning from Olympus' height. 
As tiie red comet, from Satumius sent 
To fright the nations with a dire portent, 
(A fatal sign to armies on the plain, 
Or trembling sailors on the wintry main) 
With sweeping glories glides along in air. 
And shakes the sparkles from its blazing hair ; 
Between both armies thus, in open sight, 
ihot the bright goddess, in a trail of light. 
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So, great Atrides ! showed thy sacred blood» 
As down thy snowy thigh distilled the stream! 

flood. 
With horror seized, the king of men descried 
The shaft infix'd, and saw the gushing tide : 
Nor less the Spartan fear'd, before he found 
The shining barb appear above the wound. 
Then, with a sigh, that heaved his manly breai 
The royal brother thus his grief express'd. 
And grasp'd his hand ; while all the Greeks arou 
With answering sighs retum'd the plaintive soud 

* Oh, dear as life ! did I for this agree 
The solemn truce, a fatal truce to thee ! ^ 
Wert thou exposed to all the hostile train. 
To fight for Greece, and conquer, to be slaiii ? 
The race of Trojans in thy ruin join,' 
And faith is scom'd by all the perjured line. 
Not thus our vows, confirm'd with wine and gor 
Those hands .we plighted, and those oaths n 

swore. 
Shall all be vain : when Heaven's revenge is stbi 
Jove but prepares to strike the fiercer blow. 
The day shall come, that great avenging day. 
Which Troy's proud glories in the dust shall la' 
When Priam's powers and Priam's self shall fd 
And one prodigious ruin swallow all. 
I see the god, already, from the pole 
Bare his red arm, and bid the thunder roll r 
I see the' Eternal all his fury shed. 
And shake his aegis o'er their guilty head. 
Such mighty woes on perjured princes wait; 
But thou, alas ! deservest a happier fate. 
Still must I mourn the period of thy days, 
And only mourn, without my share of praise ? 
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epriFed of thee, the heartless Greeks no more 
tall dream of conquests on the hostile shore ; 
oy seized of Helen, and our glory lost, 
ly bones shall moulder on a foreign coast ; 
"hile some proud Trojan thus insulting cries, 
jid spurns the dust where Meuelaiis lies) 
$uch are the trophies Greece from Ilion brings, 
nd such the conquest of her king of kings ! 
> his proud vessels scatter'd o'er the main, 
id, unrevenged, his mighty brother slain/' 
1 ! ere that dire disgrace shall blast my fame, 
erwhelm me,earth! and hide a monarch's shame.' 
He said : a leader's and a brother's fears 
»ssess his soul, which thus the Spartan cheers-^ 
ict not thy words the warmth of Greece abate; 
e feeble dart is guiltless of my Fate : 
ff with the rich embroider'd work around, 
f varied belt repell'd the flying wound.' 
To whom the king — * My brother and my friend, 
us, always thus, may Heaven thy life defend! 
)w seek some skilful hand, whose powerful art 
ly staunch the' effusion, and extract the dart, 
irald, be swift, and bid Machaon bring «- 
s speedy succour to the Spartan king ; 
erced with a winged shaft (the deed of Troy) 
e Grecians' sorrow, and the Dardans' joy.' 
With hasty zeal the swift Talthybius flies ; 
rough the thick files he darts his searching eyes, 
d finds Machaon, where sublime he standi 
arms encircled with his native bands, 
en thus — * Machaon, to the king repair, 
9 wounded brother claims thy timely care ; 
irced by some Lycian or Dardanian bow/ 
pief to us, a triumph to the foe,' 
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The heavy tidings grieved the godlike man; 
Swift to his succour through the r^nks he ran: 
The dauntless king yet standing firm he .found, 
And all the chiefs in deep concern around. 
Where to the steely point the reed was join'd, 
The shaft he drew, but left the head behind. 
Straight the broad belt with gay embroidery graodi 
He loosed ; the corselet from his breast unbraced; 
Then suck'd the blood, and sovereign balm infused, 
Which Chiron gave, and ^sculapius used. 

While round the prince the Greeks employ their 
The Trojans rush tumultuous to the war; [care, 
Once more they glitter in refulgent arms. 
Once more the fields are filled with dire alams. 
Nor had you seen the king of men appear 
Confused, unactive, or surprised with fear; 
But fond of glory, with severe delight. 
His beating bosom claim'd the rising fight 
No longer with his warlike steeds he stay'd. 
Or press'd the car with polish'd brass inlay'd : 
But left Eurymedon the reins to guide ; 
The fiery coursers snorted at his side. 
On foot through all the martial ranks he moves, 
And these encourages, and those reproves. 
* Brave men ! he cries (to such who boldly dare 
Urge their swift steeds to face the coming war), 
Your ancient valour on the foes approve ; 
Jove is with Greece, and let us trust in Jove. 
Tis not for us, but guilty Troy, to dread. 
Whose crimes sit heavy on her perjured head; 
Her sons and matrons Greece shall lead in chains, 
And her dead warriors strow the mournful plaint' 
Thus with new ardour he the brave inspires; 
Or thus the fearful with reproaches fires — 



j 
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' Shame to your country, scandal of your kind ! 
Bom to the fate ye well deserve to find ! 
Why stand ye gazing round the dreadful plain. 
Prepared for flight, hut doomed to fly in vain ? 
Coniused and panting thus the hunted deer 
Falls as he flies, a victim to his fear. 
Still must ye wait the foes, and still retire, 
Till yon tall vessels blaze with Trojan Are ? 
Or trust ye, Jove a valiant foe shall chase. 
To save a trembling, heartless, dastard race V 

This said, he stalk'd with ample strides along. 
To Crete's brave monarch and his martial throng ; 
High at their head he saw the chief appear. 
And bold Meriones excite the rear. 
At this the king his generous joy express'd» 
And clasp'd the warrior to his armed breast. 
^ Divine Idomeneus 1 what thanks we owe 
To worth like thine ? what praise shall we bestow? 
To. thee the foremost honours are decreed, 
First in the flght and every graceful deed.' 
For this, in banquets, when the generous bowls 
Restore our blood, and raise the warriors' souls ; 
Though all the rest with stated rules we bound, 
Unmix'd, unmeasured, are thy goblets crown'd. 
Be still thyself; in arms a mighty name; 
Maintain thy honours, and enlarge thy fame.' 
To whom the Cretan thus his speech address'd — 
* Secure of me, O king ! exhort the rest. 
Flx'd to thy side, in every toil I share. 
Thy firm associate in the day of war. 
But let the signal be this moment given ; 
To mix in fight is all I ask of Heaven. 
The field shall prove how perjuries succeed. 
And chains or death avenge their impious deedt' 
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Chann'd with this heat, the king his coi 
pursues. 
And next the troops of either Ajax views : 
In one firm orb the bands were ranged aroui 
A cloud of heroes blaeken'd all the ground. 
Thus from the lofty promontory's brow 
A swain surveys the gathering storm below ; 
Slow from the main the heavy vapours rise. 
Spread in dim streams, and sail along the sk 
Till black as night the swelling tempest sho^ 
The cloud condensing as the west wind blov 
He dreads the' impending storm, and drives 

flock 
To the close covert of an arching rock. 

Such, and so thick, the' embattled squadr 
With spears erect, a moving iron wood ; [sto 
A shady light was shot from glimmering shiel 
And their brown arms obscured the dusky fiel 
* O heroes ! worthy such a dauntless train 
Whose godlike virtue we but urge in vain, 
(Exclaim'd the king) who raise your eager bai 
With great examples, more than loud comman 
Ah, would the gods but breathe in all the res 
Such souls as bum in your exalted breast ! 
Soon should our arms with just success be croivr 
And Troy's proud walls lie smoking on the grouii 
Then to die next the general bends his coun 
(His heart exults, and glories in his force) 
There reverend Nestor ranks his Pylian banc 
And with inspiring eloquence commands ; 
With strictest order sets his train in arms. 
The chiefs advises, and the soldiers warms. 
Alastor, Chromius, Haemon, round him wait. 
Bias the good, and Pelagon the great. 
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The horse and chariots to the front assign'd^ 
The foot (the strength of war) he ranged be^ 

hind; 
The middle space suspected troops supply. 
Inclosed by both, nor left the power to fly ; 
He giyes command to ' curb die fiery steed. 
Nor cause confusion, nor the ranks exceed : 
Before the rest let none too rashly ride ; 
No strength nor skill, but just in time be tried : 
The charge once made, no warrior turn the rein^ 
But fight, or fall ; a firm embodied train. 
He whom the fortune of the field shall cast 
From forth his chariot, mount the next in haste; 
Nor seek unpractised to direct the car. 
Content with jayelins to provoke the war. 
Our great forefathefs held this prudent course. 
Thus ruled their ardour,thus preserved their force ; 
By laws hke these immortal conquests made. 
And earth's proud tyrants low in ashes laid.' 

So spoke the master of the martial art. 
And touch'd with transport great Atrides' heart. 
' Oh ! hadst thou ^strength to match thy brave 

desires. 
And nerves to second what thy soul inspires ! 
But wasting years, that wither human race^ 
Exhaust thy spirits, and thy arms unbrace. 
What once thou wert, oh ever mightst thou be ! 
And age the lot of any chief but thee.' 

Tlius to the' experienced prince Atrides cried : 
He shook his hoary locks, and thus repUed — 
' Well might I wish, could mortal wish renew 
That strength which once in boiling youth I 

knew; 
Such as I was, when Ereuthalion slain 
Beneath this ann fell prostrate on the plain. 
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But Heaven its gifts not all at once bestows. 
These years with wisdom crowns, with action 

those : 
The field of combat fits the young and bold. 
The solemn council best becomes the old : 
To you the glorious conflict I resign. 
Let sage advice, the palm of age, be mine.' 

He said. With joy ihe monarch march'd before, 
And found Menestheus on the dusty shore. 
With whom the firm Athenian phalanx stands; 
And next Ulysses, with his subject bandsw 
Remote their forces lay, nor knew, so far. 
The peace infringed, nor heard the sounds of war; 
The tumult late begun, they stood intent 
To watch the motion, dubious of the' event. 
The king, who saw their squadrons yet unmoved, 
With hasty ardour thus the chiefs reproved : 

* Can- Peleus' son forget a warrior's part. 
And fears Ulysses, skill'd in every art? 
Why stand you distant, and the rest expect 
To mix in combat which yourselves neglect? 
From you 'twas hoped among the first to darer 
The shock of armies, and commence the war. 
F6r this your names are called before the rest, 
To share the pleasures of the genial feast : 
And can you, chiefs ! without a blush survey 
Whole troops before you labouring in the fray? 
Say, is it thus those honours you requite ? 
The first in banquets, but the last in fight.' 

Ulysses heard : the hero's warmth o'erspread 
His cheek with blushes : and, severe, he said — 
' Take back the' unjust reproach ! Behold we staad 
Sheath'd in bright arms, and but expect commaiML 
If glorious deeds afford thy soul delight, 
Behdid me plunging in the thickest fight* 
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Then give thy warrior chief a warrior's due. 
Who dares to act whate'er thou darest to view.' 

Struck with his generous wrath the king re- 
plies — 
' O great in action, and in council wise I 
With ours, thy care and ardour are the same, 
Nor need T to command, nor aught to blame< 
Sage as tiiou art, and leam'd in human kind, 
Forgive the transport of a martial mind. 
Haste to the fight, secure of just amends ; 
The gods that make, shall keep, the worthy 
friends.' 

He said, and pass'd where great Tydides lay. 
His steeds and chariots wedged in firm array ; 
(The warlike Stheneles attends his side) 
To whom with stem reproach the monarch cried — 
' O son of Tideus ! (he, whose strength could tame 
The bounding steed, in arms a mighty name) 
Canst thou, remote, the mingling hosts descry ^ 
With hands unactive, and a careless eye ? 
Not thus thy sire the fierce encounter fear'd ; 
Still first in front the matchless prince appear'd ; 
What glorious toils, what wonders they recite. 
Who view'd him labouring through the ranks of 

fight ! 
1 saw him once, when gathering martial powers, 
A peaceful guest, he sought Mycenae's towers ; 
Armies he ask'd, and armies had been given, 
Not we denied, but Jove forbade from heaven ; 
While dreadful comets glaring from afar 
Forewam'd the horrors of the Theban war. 
Next, sent by Greece from where Asopus flows, 
A fearless envoy, he approach'd the foes; 
Thebes' hostile walls, unguarded and alone, 
Dauntless he enters, and demands the throne* 

76. \. 
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The tjrrant feasting with his chiefs he found. 
And dared to combat all those chiefs around 
Dared, and subdued, before their haughty loi 
For Pallas strung his arm, and edged his swo 
Stung with the shame, within the winding wa 
To bar his passage fifty warriors lay ; 
Two heroes led the secret squadron on, 
Maeon the fierce, and hardy Lycophon ; 
Those fifty slaughter'd in the gloomy vale. 
He spared but one to bear the dreadful tale. 
Such Tydeus was, and such his martial fire ; 
Gods ! how the son degenerates firom the sire 

No words the godlike Diomed retum'd. 
But heard respectful, and in secret bum'd : 
Not so fierce Capaneus' undaunted son ; 
Stem as his sire, the boaster thus begun-*— 

' Whatneeds, O monarch ! this invidious {Mrait 
Ourselves to lessen, while our sires you raise 
Dare to be just, Atrides ! and confess 
Our valour equal, though our fury less. 
With fewer troops we storm'd the Theban W8 
And happier saw the sevenfold city fall : 
In impious acts the guilty fathers died ; 
The sons subdued, for Heaven was on their sii 
Far more than heirs of all our parents' fame, 
Our glories darken their diminish'd name.' 

To him Tydides thus — * My friend, forbeai 
Suppress thy passion, and the king revere : 
His high concern may well excuse this rage. 
Whose cause we follow, and whose war we waj 
His the fiFstpraise,were Ilion's towers o'erthron 
And, if we fail, the chief disgrace his own. 
Let him the Greeks to hardy toils excite, 
'TIS omrs to labour in the glorious fight.' 
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He spoke, and ardent, on the trembling ground 
Sprung from his car ; his ringing arms resounds 
Dire was the clang, and dreadful from afar, 
Of arm'd Tydides rushing to the war^ 
As when the winds, ascending by degrees, 
First move the whitening surface of the seas, 
The billows float in order to the shore. 
The wave behind rolls on the wave before ; 
Till, with the growing storm, the deeps arise. 
Foam o'er the rocks, and thunder to the skies ; 
So to the fight the thick battalions throng. 
Shields urged on shields, and men droTe men along. 
Sedate and silent move the numerous bands ; 
No sound, no whisper, but the chief's commands, 
Those only heard ; with awe the rest obey. 
As if sdme god had snatch'd their voice away^ 
Not so the Trojans ; from their host ascends 
A general shout that all the region rends. 
As when the fleecy flocks uni^umber'd stand 
In wealthy folds, and wait the milker's hand, 
The hollow vales incessant bleating fills, 
The lambs reply from all the neighbouring hills ; 
Such clamours rose from various nations round, 
Mix'd was the murmur, and confused the sound* 
Each host now joins, and each a god inspires. 
These Mars incites, and those Minerva fires. 
Pale Flight around, and dreadful Terror reign ; 
And Discord raging bathes the purple plain ; 
Discord ! dire sister of the slaughtering power, 
Small at her birth, but rising every hour, 
While scarce the skies her horrid head can bound. 
She stalks on earth, and shakes the world around ; 
The nations bleed where'er her steps she turns, 
The groan still deepens, and the combat bums. 
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Now shield with shield, with helmet helmet 
closed. 
To armour armour, lance to lance opposed. 
Host against host with shadowy squadrons drew, 
The sounding darts in iron tempests flew, 
Victors and yanquish'd join'd promiscuous cries. 
And shrilling shouts and dying groans arise ; 
With streaming blood the slippery fields are dyed. 
And slaughtered heroes swell the dreadful tide. 

As torrents roll, increased by numerous rills, 
With rage impetuous down their echoing hiUs ; 
Rush to the vales, and, pour'd along the plain, 
Koar through a thousand channels to the main ; 
The distant shepherd trembling hears the sound : 
So mix both hosts, and so their cries rebound. 

The bold Antilochus the slaughter led. 
The first who struck a valiant Trojan dead : 
At great Echepolus the lance arrives, [drives; 
Kazed his high crest, and through hisi belmet 
Warm'd in the brain the brazen weapon lies. 
And shades eternal settle o'er his eyes. 
So sinks a tower, that long assaults had stood 
Of force and fire, its walls besmear'd with blood. 
Him the bold leader of the' Abantian throng * 
Seized to despoil, and dragg'd the corpse along: 
But while he strove to tug the' inserted dart, 
Agenor's javelin reach'd the hero's heart. 
His flank, unguarded by his ample shield, 
Admits the lance : he falls, ^nd spurns the field ; 
The nerves, unbraced, support his limbs no more ; 
The soul comes floating in a tide of gore. 
Trojans and Greeks now gather round the slain; 
The war renews, the warriors bleed again : 
As o'er their prey rapacious wolves engage, 
Man dies on man, and all is blood and rage. 
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Seat bj c;pnft i^ to Ike fiadn of Ml : 
Fair SaBOins, wlMMt fab Motfa c r bore 
Amid Ife iodu oa flflrer SiMou' diore: 
The ayiivfa lifirfdiiafe- froM Ifae kdHs of I4e, 
To leek her pucals oa fab iaw«y ««le, [joj, 
Bnmgfat liMdi Ifae babe, Ibieir ooauaoa care aad 
And Ibeaoe froai SiBMb awaed ifae lorely b«9f . 
Short was hb date ! by dreadM Ajax slaia. 
He fiills, aad readers aU their eares ia vaia ! 
So fiills a poplar, Ihat ia watery groaad 
Baiaed high ihe head, wilk statelj braadKs 

(PM'd bj MMae artist wilk hb duaia^ iteel 
To shape the circle of the beadia^ wheel) 
Cait dowB it lies, tall, saKwdi, aad largely spread, 
Whh all its beaateoas hoaoors oa its head ; 
There, left a sabfect to the wiad aad raia. 
And scorched bj saas, it withers oa the ^aia. 
Thus, pierced by Ajax, Simoisius lies 
Stretched oa the shore, aad Ihus neglected dies. 

At Ajax Aatiphas hb jaTelin threw ; 
The pointed lance with erring fury flew. 
And Leocus, lored by wise Ulysses, slew. 
He drops the corpse of Simoisius shun. 
And sinks a breaddess carcass on the plain. 
Thb saw Ulysses, and with grief enraged. 
Strode where the foremost of the foes engaged ; 
Arm'd with hb spear, he meditates the wound. 
In act to throw ; but cautious, look'd around. 
Struck at hb sight the Trojans backward drew. 
And trembling heard the javelin as it flew. 
A chief stood nigh, who from Abydos came. 
Old Prism's son, Democoon was his name ; 

l2 
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The weapon entered close above his ear, [spear ; 
Cold through his temples drives the whiziaiig 
With piercing shrieks the youth resigns his breath, 
His eyeballs darken with the shades of death ; 
Ponderous he falls ; his clanging arms resound ; 
And his broad buckler rings against the ground. 
Seized with affright the boldest foes appear ; 
E'en godlike Hector seems himself to fear ; 
Slow he gave way, the rest tumultuous fled ; 
The Greeks with shouts press Qn, and spoil the 

dead : 
But Phoebus iiow from Ilion's towering height 
Shines forth reveal'd, and animates the fight. 
^ Trojans, be bold, and force with force oppose ; 
Your foaming steeds urge headlong on the foes ! 
Nor are their bodies rocks, nor ribb'd with steel ; 
Your weapons enter, and your strokes they feel. 
Have ye forgot, what seem'd your dread before, 
The great, the fierce Achilles fights no more?' 

Apollo thus from Ilion's lofty towers. 
Array 'd in terrors, roused the Trojan powers : 
While war's fierce goddess fiww the Grecian foe, 
And shouts and thunders in the fields below. 
Then. great Diores fell, by doom divine. 
In vain his valour and illustrious line. 
A broken rock the force of Pirus threw, 
(Who from cold JEnus led the Thraqian crew) 
Full on his ^,nkle dropp'd the ponderous stone. 
Burst the strong nerves , and crash'd the solid bone : 
lupine he tumbles on the crimson sands. 
Before his helpless friends, and native bands, 
And spreads for aid his unavailing hands. 
The foe rush'd furious as he pants for breath, 
And through his navel drove the pointed d^atb I 
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His goshnig entrails smoked upon the ground. 
And llie warm life came issuing from the wound. 

Hjs laace bold Thoas at the conqueror sent. 
Deep im his breast above the pap it went. 
Amid the longs was fix'd the winged wood. 
And qnirering in his heaving bosom stood : 
Till from the dying chief, approaching near. 
The' ffitoiian warrior tugg'd his weighty spear : 
Then sudden waved his flaming falchion round. 
And gash'd his belly with a ghastly wound ; 
The corpse now breathless on the bloody plain. 
To spoil his arms the victor strove in vain ; 
The Thracian bands against the victor pressed, 
A grove of lances gtitter*d at his breast. 
Stem Thoas, glaring with revengeful eyes. 
In sullen friry slowly quits the prize, 

Thus fell two heroes ; one the pride of Thrace, 
And one the leader of the' Epean race ; 
Death's sable shade at once o'ercast their eyes. 
In dust the vanquish'd and the victor lies. 
With copious slaughter all the fields are red. 
And heap'd with growing mountains of the dead. 

Had some brave chief this martial scene beheld. 
By Pallas guarded through the dreadful field ; 
Might darts be bid to turn their points away. 
And swords around him innocently play ; 
The war's whole art with wonder had he seen. 
And counted he^bes where he co\inted men. 

So fought each host, with thirst of glory fired» 
And crowds on crowds triumphantly expired. 
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BOOK V. 



iS,%t 9rgttmettt. 

THE ACTS OP DIOMED. 

Diomed, assisted by Pallas, perforins wonders in this daj 
battle. Pandanis woaods bim with an arrow, bat the go< 
dess cares him, enables bim to discern gods from morta] 
and prohibits him from contending with any of the forme 
excepting Venus. .£neas joins Pandaras to oppose hia 
Pandaras is killed, and i£neas in great danger bat for tl 
assistance of Venas ; who, as she is removing her sob fro 
the fijrhtii irnnii^ ^^ ^^® ^^"^ ^J Diomed. Apollo s 
conda«b^lMn^^J^S^le, and at length carries off .tineas 
Tro/Cffhere h| iSW^Kd in the temple of Pergamus. Ma 
raUlAibe T|w\is, raft^sists Hector to make a stand, 
thfe mean tiy e^Aoeasiinpstored to the field, and thej otc 
throS sev^Ml of Jiie C^iks ; among the rest Tlepolemas 
slJuoyibj Snp^on. Jno and Minerva descend to resi 
Main 7 the Imter inoite^Diomed to go against that god ; 1 
wonni^^Qin^ and sen/n him groaning to Heaven. 

The fit9tJi2lU»-<S^tinaes throagh this book. The seei 
is the same as in the former. 



But Pallas now Tydides' soul inspires, 
Fills with her force, and warms with all her fire 
Above the Greeks his deathless fame to raise, 
And crown her hero with distinguish'd praise. 
High on his helm celestial lightnings play. 
His beamy shield emits a living ray ; 
The' unwearied blaze incessant streams supplie 
Like the red star that fires the' autumnal skies 
When fresh he rears his radiant orb to sight. 
And, bathed in ocean, shoots a keener light. 
Such glories Pallas on the chief bestow'd. 
Such, from his arms, the fierce effulgence flow'c 
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inward she drives him, furious to engage, 
Fhere the fight bums, and where the thickestrage. 

The sons of Dares first the combat sought, 
L wealthy priest, but rich without a fault ; 
ri Vulcan's fane the father's days were led, 
he sons to toils of glorious battle bred ; 
hese singled from their troops the fight maintain, 
hese firom their steeds, Tydides on the plain, 
ierce for renown the brother-chiefs draw near, 
jid first bold Phegeus cast his sounding spear, 
Khich o'er the warrior's shoulder took its course, 
Jid spent in empty air its erring force. 
Tot so, Tydides, flew thy lance in vain, 
lut pierced his breast, and stretch'd him on the 
eized with unusual fear, Idaeus fled, [plain, 
eft the rich chariot, and his brother dead, 
^nd had not Vulcan lent celestial aid, 
[e too had sunk to death's eternal shade ; 
•ut in a smoky cloud the god of fire 
'reserved the son, in pity to the sire, 
he steeds and chariot, to the navy led, 
icreased the spoils of gallant Diomed. 

Struck with amaze and shame, the Trojan crew, 
r slain, or fled, the sons of Dares view ; 
Then by the blood-stain'd h^d Minerva press'd 
be god of battles, and this speech address'd : 
* Stern power of war ! by whom the mighty fall ! 
i^o bathest in blood, and shakest the lofty wall ! 
Bt the brave chiefs their glorious toils divide ; 
nd whose the conquest, mighty Jove decide : 
Hhdle we fi*om interdicted fields retire, 
or tempt the wrath of heaven's avenging sire.' 
Her words allay the' impetuous warrior's heat, 
li^ god of arms and martial maid retreat ; 
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Removed firom fight, on Xanthus' flowery boimdi 
They sat, and listen'd to the dying sounds. 

Meantime, the Greeks the Trojan race pursue, 
And some bold chieftain every leader slew : 
First Odius falls, and bites the bloody sand, 
His death ennobled by Atrides' hand ; 
As he to flight his wheeling car addressed, 
The speedy javelin drove from back to breast 
In dust the mighty Halizonian lay. 
His arms resound, the sjarit wings its way. 

Thy fate was next, O Ph^estus ! dooni'd to feel 
The great Idomeneus' protended steel ; 
Whom Borus sent (his son and only joy) 
From fruitful Tam^ to the fields of Troy. 
The Cretan javelin reach'd him from afar. 
And pierced his shoulder as he mounts his car} 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground. 
And everlasting shades his eyes surround. 

Then died Scamandrius, expert in the chase, 
In woods and wilds to wound the savage race; 
Diana taught him all her silvan arts. 
To bend the bow, and aim unerring darts : 
But vainly here Diana's arts he tries. 
The fatal lance arrests him as he flies ; 
From Menelaiis' arm the weapon sent. 
Through his broad back and heaving bosom went: 
Down sinks the warrior with a thundering sound. 
His brazen armour rings against the ground. 

Next artful Phereclus untimely fell ; 
Bold Merion sent him to the realms of hell. 
Thy father's skill, O Phereclus ! was thine. 
The graceful fabric and the fair design ; 
For loved by Pallas, Pallas did impart 
To him the shipwright's and iiae builder's aif, 
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Beneadi bis hand the fleet of Paris rose^ 
The fatal cause of all his (country's woes ; 
But he, the mystic will of Heaven unknown, 
Nor saw his country's peril, nor his own. 
The hapless artist, while confused he fled, 
Tbe spear of Merion mingled with the dead. 
Through his right hip, with forceful fury cast. 
Between the bladder and the bone it pass'd ; 
Prone on his knees he falls with fruitful cries. 
And death in lasting slumber seals his eyes. 

From Meires' force the swift Pedsus fled, 
Ante.or'8 offspring from a foreign bed. 
Whose generous spouse, Theano, heavenly fair. 
Nursed the young stranger with a mother's care. 
How vain those cares ; when Meges in the rear 
Full in his nape inflx'd the fatal spear ; [glides. 
Swift through his crackling jaws the weapon 
And the cold tongue and grinning teeth divides. 

Then died Hypsenor, generous and divine. 
Sprung from the brave Dolopian's mighty line. 
Who near adored Scamander made abode. 
Priest of the stream, and honour'd as a god. 
On him, amidst the flying numbers found, 
Eurypylus inflicts a deadly wound ; 
On his broad shoulders fell the forceful brand. 
Thence glancing downward lopp'd his holy hand. 
Which stain'd with sacred blood the blushing sand. 
Down sunk the priest : the purple hand of death 
Closed his dim eye, and Fate suppress'd his breath. 

Thus toil'd the chiefs, in differentparts engaged. 
In every quarter fierce Tydides raged ; 
Amid the Greek, amid the Trojan train, [plain; 
Rapp'd through the ranks he thunders o'er the 
Now here, now there, he darts from place to place. 
Pours on the rear, or lightens in their face. 
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Thus from high hills the torrents swift and strong 
Deluge whole fields, and sweep the trees along. 
Through ruin'd moles the rushing wave resounds^ 
O'erwhelms the bridge,and bursts the lofty bounds; 
The yellow harvests of the ripen'd year. 
And flatted vineyards, one sad waste appear ! 
While Jove descends in sluicy sheets of rain, 
And all the labours of mankind are vain. 

So raged Tydides, boundless in his ire. 
Drove atmies back, and made all Troy retire. 
With grief the leader of the Lycian baad * 
Saw the wide waste of his destructive hand : 
His bended bow against the chief he drew i 
Swift to the mark the thirsty arrow flew. 
Whose forky point the hollow breastplate tore. 
Deep in his shoulder pierced, and drank the gore: 
The rushing stream his brazen armour dyed. 
While the proud archer thus exulting Cried-^ 

' Hither, ye Trojans, hither drive your steeds! 
Lo ! by our hand the bravest Grecian bleeds. 
Not long the deathful dart he can sustain ; 
Or Phoebus urged me to these fields in vain/ 

So spoke he, boastful : but the winged dart 
Stopp'd short of life, and mock'd the shooter'n art 
The wounded chief, behind his car retired. 
The helping hand of Sthenelu^ required ; 
Swift from his seat he leap'd upofi the grdund. 
And tugg'd the weapon from the gushing wound ; 
When thus the king his guardian power address'd, 
The purple current wandering o'er his Veist — 

' O progeny of Jove ! unconquer'd maid ! 
If e'er my godlike sire deserved thy aid. 
If e'er I felt thee in the fighting field ; 
Now, goddess, now, thy sacred succour yields 

' Pandarai. 
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give my lance to reach the Trojan knight. 
Whose arrow wounds the chief thou guard'st in 

fight; 
And lay the boaster groveling on the shore. 
That vaunts these eyes shall view the light no more. 

Tlias pray'd Tydides, and Minerva heard. 
His nerves confirmed ^ his languid spirits cheer'd; 
He feels each limb with wonted vigour light ; 
His beating bosom claim'd the promised fight. 
' Be bold (she cried), in every combat shine, 
War be thy province, thy protection mine ; 
Rush to the fight, and every foe control; 
Wake each paternal virtue in thy soul : 
Strength swells thy boiling breast, infused by me^ 
And all thy godlike father breathes in thee ! 
Yet more, from mortal mists I purge thy eyes. 
And set to view the warring deities. [plain ; 
These see thou shun, through all the' embattled 
Nor rashly strive where human force is vain. 
If Venus mingle in the martial band. 
Her shalt thou wound : so Pallas gives command.' 

With that,the blue-eyed virgin wing'd her flight ; 
The hero rush'd impetuous to the fight; 
With tenfold ardour now invades the plain, 
Wild with delay, and more enraged by pain. 
As on the fleecy flocks, when hunger calls. 
Amidst the field a brindled lion falls ; 
If chance some shepherd with a distant dart 
The savage wound, he rouses at the smart, 
He foams, he roars ;. the shepherd dares not stay. 
But trembling leaves the scattering flocks a prey ; 
Heaps fall on heaps ; he bathes with blood the 

ground, 
Then leaps victorious o'er the lofty mound : 

76. M 
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Not with less fury stern Tydides flew; 
And two brave leaders at an instant slew ; 
Astynoiis breathless fell, and by his side 
His people's pastor, good Hypenor, died; 
Astynoiis' breast the deadly lance receives, 
Hypenor's shoulder his broad falchion cleaves 
Those slain he left ; and sprung with noble raj 
Abas and Poly'idus to engage ; 
Sons of Eurydamus, who, wise and old^ 
Could fates foresee, and mystic dreams anfoh 
The youths return*d not from the doubtful plai 
And the sad father tried his arts in vain ; 
No mystic dream could make their fates appei 
Though now determined by Tydides' spear. 

Young Xanthus next, and Thoon felt his rag 
The joy and hope of Phaenops' feeble age ; 
Vast was his wealth, and these the only heirs 
Of all his labours and a life of cares. 
Cold death o'ertakes them in their blooming yeai! 
And leaves the father unavailing tears : 
To strangers now descends his heapy store. 
The race forgotten, and the name no more. 

Two sons of Priam in one chariot ride. 
Glittering in arms, and combat side by side. 
As when the lordly lion seeks his food 
Where grazing heifers range the lonely wood, 
He leaps amidst them with a furious bound, 
Bends their strong necks, and tears them to t 

ground ; 
So from their seats the brother-chiefs are torn 
Their steeds and chariot to the navy borne* 

With deep concern divine JEneas view'd 
The foe prevailing, and his friends pursued ; 
Through the thick storm of singing spears he ffii 
Exploring Pandarus with careful eyes. 
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t length he found Lycaon's mighty son ; 
D whom the chief of Venus' race begun : • 
' Where, Pandarus, arc all thy honours now, 
ly winged arrows and unerring bow, 
ly matchless skill, thy yet unrival'd fanie, 
dd boasted glory of the Lycian name? 
[»erce that mortal ! if we mortal call 
kat wondrous force by which whole armies fall ; 
* god incensed, who quits the distant skies 
» punish Troy for slighted sacrifice : 
Pliich oh avert firom our unhappy state ; 
r; what so dreadful as celestial hate ?) 
Tioe'er he be, propitiate Jove with prayer; 
man, destroy ; if god, entreat to spare.' 
To him the Lycian — * Whom your eyes behold, 
right I judge, is Diomed the bold : 
ich coursers whirl him o'er the dusty field, 
> towers his helmet, and so flames his shield, 
'tis a god, he wears that chiefs disguise ; 
r if that chief, some guardian of the skies, 
ivolved in clouds, protects him in the fray, 
nd turns unseen the frustrate dart away, 
wi.g'd an arrow, which not idly fell, 
le stroke had fix'd him to the gates of hell ; 
nd, but some god, some angry god withstands, 
is fate was due to these unerring hands, 
dll'd in the bow, on foot I sought the war, 
or join'd swift horses to the rapid car. 
m polish'd chariots I possess'd at home, 
nd still they grace Lycaon's princely dome : 
liere veil'd in spacious coverlets they st$md ; 
nd twice ten coursers wait their lord's command. 
tie good old warrior bade me trust to these, 
^hen first for Troy I sail'd the sacred seas ; 
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In fields, aloft, the whirling car to guide, / 
And through the ranks of death triumph^t ride. 
But vain with youth, and yet to thrift inclined, 
I heard his counsels with unheedful mind. 
And thought the steeds (your large supplies iin* 

known) 
Might fail of forage in the straiten'd town : 
So took my bow and pointed darts in hand, 
And left the chariots in my native land. 

' Too late, O friend ! my rashness I deplorf; 
These shafts, once fatal, carry death no more. 
Tydeus' and'Atreus' sons their points have fomid, 
And undissembled gore pursued the wound. 
In vain they bled : this unavailing bow 
Serves, not to slaughter, but provoke Jthe foe. 
In evil hour these bended horns I strung. 
And seized the quiver where it idly hung. 
Cursed be the fate that sent me to the field 
Without a warrior's arms, the spear and shieldj 
If e'er with life I quit the Trojan plain. 
If e'er I see my spouse and sire again. 
This bow, unfaithful to my glorious aims, 
Broke by my hand, shall feed the blazing flames.' 

To whom the leader of the Dardan race — 
' Be calm, nor Phoebus' honour'd gift disgrace. 
The distant dart be praised, though here we neefl 
The rushing chariot and the bounding steed. 
Against yon hero let us bend our course. 
And, hand to hand, encounter force with force. 
Now mount my seat, and from the chariot's hdgfat 
Observe my father's steeds, renown'd in fight; 
Practised alike to tura, to stop, to chase. 
To dare the shock, or urge the rapid race : 
Secure with these, through fighting fields we.go; 
Or safe to Troy, if Jove assist the foe.' 
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laste, seize the wfaip^ and snatch the guiding rein : 

[lie warrior's finry let this arm sustain ; 

h, if to combat thy bold heart incline, 

i'ake thou the spear, the chariot's care be mine.' 

* O prince ! (Lycaon's valiant son repUed) 
Ls thine the steeds, be thine the task to guide, 
lie horses, pr^ptised to their lord's command, 
•hall hear the rein, and answer to thy hand ; 
^ut if, unhappy, we desert the fight, 

liy voice alone can animate their flight : 
Slse shall our fates be nuibber'd with the dead, 
Lnd these, the victor's prize, in triumph led. 
line be the guidance then > with spear and shield 
f yself will charge this terror of die field.' 

And now both heroes mount the glittering car; 
lie bounding coursers rush amidst the war. 
lieir fierce approach bold Sthenelus espied, 
Vho thus, alarm'd, to great Tydides cried — 

* O friend ! two chiefs of force immense I see, 
dreadful they come, and bend their rage on thee : 
JO the brave heir of old Lycaon's line, 

Viid great iBneas, sprung from race divine ! 
iaough is given to feme. Ascend thy car ; 
Knd save a life, the bulwark of our war.' 

At this the hero cast a gloomy look, 
Piz'd on the chief with scorn ; and thus he spoke — 

* Me dost thou bid to shun the coming fight? 
tie wouldst thou move to base inglorious flight? 
Know, 'tis not honest in my soul to fear, 

Kor was Tydides bom to tremble here. 
I hate the cumbrous chariot's slow advance. 
And the long distance of the flying lance ; 
Bat while my nerves are strong, my force entire. 
Thus jGroDt the foe, and emulate my sire. 

m2 
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Nor shall yon steeds, that fierce to fight convey 
Those threatening heroes, bear them both away; 
One chief at least beneath this arm shall die ; 
So Pallas tells me, and forbids to fly. 
But if she dooms, and if no god withstand, 
That both shall fall by one victorious hand, 
Then heed my words ; my horsey here detain, 
Fix'd to the chariot by the straiten'd rein ; 
Swift to Eneas' empty seat proceed. 
And seize the coursers of etherial breed ; 
The race of those, which once the thundering god 
For ravish'd Ganymede on Tros bestow'd. 
The best that e'er on earth's broad surface run, 
Beneath the rising or the setting Sun. 
Hence great Anchises stole a breed, unknown 
By mortal mares, from fierce Laomedon : 
Four of this race his ample stalls contain. 
And two transport jEneas o'er the plain. 
These, were the rich immortal prize our own. 
Through the wide world should make our glory 
known.' 

Thus while they spoke, the foe came furious on, 
And stem Lycaon's warlike race begun : [sail'd, 

' Prince, thou art met. Though late in vain as- 
The spear may enter where the arrow fail'd.' 

He said, then shook the ponderous lance, and 
flung; 
On his broad shield the sounding weapon rung. 
Pierced the tough orb, and in his cuirass hung. 

* He bleeds ! the pride of Greece ! (the boaster cries) 
Our triumph now the mighty warrior lies !' 

* Mistaken vaunter ! (Diomed replied) 

Thy dart has err'd, and now my spear be tried; 
Ye scape not both ; one, headlong from his car, 
With hostile blood shall glut the god of war.' 
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He spoke, and rising hurl'd his forceful dart, 
^hich, driven by Pallas, pierced a vital part; 
^uli in his face it enter'd, and betwixt 
lie nose and eye-ball the proud Lycian fix'd ; 
Irash'd all his jaws, and cleft the tongue within, 
'ill the bright point look'd out beneath tlie chin, 
leadlong he falls, his helmet knocks the ground : 
^rth groans beneath him, and his arms resound ; 
"he starting coursers tremble with affright ; 
"he soul indignant seeks the realms of night. 

To guard his slaughtered friend, ^neas flies, 
{is spear extending where the carcass lies ; 
l^atchful he wheels, protects it every way, 
Ls the grim lion stalks around his prey. 
^'er the fallen trunk his ample shield display'd, 
le hides the hero with his mighty shade, 
ind threats aloud: the Greeks with longing eyes 
(ehold at distance, but forbear the prize, 
hen fierce Tydides stoops ; and from the fields, 
[eaved with vast force, a rocky fragment wields. 
Tot two strong men the' enormous weight could 

raise, 
uch nien as live in these degenerate days : 
le swung it round ; and, gathering strength to 

. throw, 
Kscharged the ponderous ruin at the foe. 
Vliere to the hip the' inserted thigh unites, 
^ull on the bone the pointed marble lights ; 
lirough both the tendons broke the rugged stone, 
Lnd stripped the skin, and crack'd the solid bon^e.' 
)unk on his knees, and staggering with his pains, 
lis falling bulk his bended arm sustains ; 
iost in a dizzy mist the warrior lies ; 
\. sudden cloud comes swimming o'er- his eyes. 
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Tbere the brave chiefs who mighty numbers 

sway'd, 
Oppress'd had sunk to death's eternal shade ; 
But heavenly Venus, mindful of the love 
She bore Anchises in the' Idaean grove. 
His danger views with anguish and despair, 
And guards her offspring with a mother's care. 
About her much-loved son her arms she throwi, 
Her arms whose whiteness match the faUing 

snows. 
Screen'd from the foe behind her shining veil, 
The swords wave harmless, and the javelins fail: 
Safe through the rushing horse, andfeather'dfiiglit 
Of sounding shafts, she bears him from the fi^t 

Nor Sthenelus, with unassisting hands, 
Remain'd unheedful of his lord's commands : 
His panting steeds, removed from out the war, 
He fix'd with straiten'd traces to the car. 
Next, rushing to the Dardan spoil, detains 
The heavenly coursers with the flowing manes: 
These in proud triumph to the fleet convey'd, 
No longer now a Trojan lord obey'd. 
That charge to bold Deipylus he gave [brave); 
(Whom most he loved, as brave men love the 
Then mounting on his car, resumed the rein. 
And followed where Tydides swept the plain. 

Meanwhile (his conquest ravish'd from his eyes) 
The raging chief in chase of Venus flies : 
No goddess she commission'd to the field, 
like Pallas dreadful with her sable shield. 
Or fierce Bellona thundering at the wall. 
While flames ascend, and mighty ruins fall : 
He knew soft combats suit the tender dame. 
New to the field, and still a foe to fame. 
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Through breaking ranks his furious course he 

bendsy 
\.nd at the goddess his broad lance extends ; 
Phrough her bright veil the daring weapon drove, 
The' ambrosial veil, which all the graces wove ; 
ler snowy hand the razing steel profaned, 
Lnd the transparent skin with crimson stain'd. 
■"rom. the clear vein a stream immortal flow'd, 
»uch stream as issues from a wounded god : 
'ure emanation ! uncorrupted flood ; 
fnlike our gross, diseased, terrestrial blood : 
For not the bread of man their life sustains, 
{qt wine's inflaming juice supplies their veins). 
V^ith tender shrieks the goddess fiU'd the place, 
Li^d dropp'd her offspring from her weak embrace. 
lim Phoebus took : he casts a cloud around 
'be fainting chief, and wards the mortal wound. 

Then with a voice that shook the vaulted skies, 
"he king insults the goddess as she flies : — 
111 with Jove's daughter bloody fights agree, 
'he field of combat is no scene for thee. : 
ro, let thy own soft sex employ thy care, 
ro lull the coward, or delude the fair, 
'aught by this stroke, renounce the war's alarms, 
ind learn to tremble at the name of arms.' 

Tydides thus. The goddess, seized with dread, 
!onfused» distracted, from the conflict fled, 
'o aid her, swift the winged Iris flew, 
Trapp'd in a mist above the warring crew, 
be queen of love with faded charms she found, 
*ale was her cheek, and livid look'd the wound, 
'o Mars, who sat remote, they bent their way ; 
ar, on the left, with clouds involved he lay ; 
Reside him stood his lance, distain'd with gore, 
Lnd, rein'd with gold, his foaming steeds before. 
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Low at his knee, she begg'd with streaming eyes 
Her brother's car, to mount the distant sides, 
And show'd the wound by fierce Tydides gim^ 
A mortal man, who dares encounter heaven. 
Stem Mars attentive hears the queen complaia, 
And to her hand commits the golden rein ; 
She mounts the seat, oppress'd with silent woe, 
Driven by the goddess of the painted bow. 
The lash resounds, the rapid chariot flies. 
And in a moment scales the lofty skies : 
There stopp'd the car, and there the coursers stood, 
Fed by fair Iris with ambrosial food. 
Before her mother, love's bright queen appears, 
O'erwhelm'd with anguish, and dissolved in tean; 
She raised her in her arms, beheld her bleed, 
And ask'd, what god had wrought this guilty deed! 

Then she. ' This insult from no god I fomnir 
An impious mortal gave the daring wound I 
Behold the deed of haughty Diomed I 
HTwas in the son's defence the mother bled. 
The war with Troy no more the Grecians wage; 
But with the gods (the' immortal gods) engage/ 

Dione then — * Thy wrongs with patience betr, 
And share those griefs inferior powers must shai«: 
Unnumber'd woes mankind from us sustain, 
And men with woes afflict the gods again. 
The mighty Mars in mortal fetters bound. 
And lodged in brazen dungeons under ground, 
Full thirteen moons imprison'd roar'd in vain ; 
Otus and Ephialtes held the chain : 
Perhaps had perish'd, had not Hermes' care 
Restored the groaning god to upper air. 
Great Juno's self has borne her weight of paii, 
The' imperial partner of the heavenly ^ign ; 
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Lmphitryon's son infix'd the deadly dart, 
Lnd iGll'd with anguish her immortal heart. 
Ven hell's grim king Alcides' power confess 'd, 
"he shaft found entrance in his iron breast ; 
'o Jove's high palace for a cure he fled, 
^ierced in his own dominions of the dead ; 
Fhere Paeon, sprinkling heavenly balm around, 
Lssuaged the glowing pangs, and closed the 

wound. 
Lash, impious man ! to stain the bless'd abodes, 
Lnd drench his arrows in the blood of gods ! 

* But thou (though Pallas urged thy frantic deed) 
Vliose spear ill-fated makes a goddess bleed, 
[bow thou, whoe'er with heavenly power con- 
tends, 
Ihort is his date, and soon his glory ends ; 
^<Mii fields, of death when late he shall retire, 
^o infant on his knees shall call him sire. 
Strong as thou art, some god may^ yet be found, 
To stretch thee pale and gasping on the ground; 
lliy distant wife, iEgial^ the fair, 
Starting from sleep with a distracted air, 
Uiall rouse thy slaves, and her lost lord deplore, 
Phe brave, the great, the glorious now no more !' 

This said, she wiped from Venus' wounded palm 
rhe sacred ichor, and infused the balm, 
^uno and Pallas with a smile survey'd, 
lnd thus to Jove began the blue-eyed maid — 

* Permit thy daughter, gracious Jove ! to tell 
Bow this mischance the Cyprian queen befell. 
Is late she tried with passion to inflame 
the tender bosom of a Grecian dame ; 
lUnred the fair, with moving thoughts of joy, 
fo quit her country for some youth of Troy ; 
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The clasping zone, with golden buckles bound, 
Hazed her soft hand with this lamented wound.' 

The sire of gods and men superior smiled. 
And, calling Venus, thus address'd his child— 
* Not these, O daughter, are thy proper cares, 
Thee milder arts befit, and softer wars ; 
Sweet smiles are thine, and kind endearing charms; 
To Mars and Pallas leave the deeds of artns/ 

Thus they in heaven : while on the plain belof 
The fierce Tydides charged his Dardan foe, * 
Flush'd with celestial blood pursued his way. 
And fearless dared the threatening god of day; 
Already in his hopes he saw him kill'd, 
Though screen'd behind Apollo*s mighty shieM/ 
Thrice rushing furious, at the chief he strook; 
His blazing buckler thrice Apollo shook : 
He tried the fourth : when, breaking from the cloud, 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud. 

* O son of Tydeus, cease ! be wise, and see 
How vast the difference of the gods and thee; 
Distance immense ! between the powers that shine 
Above, eternal, deathless, and divine. 
And mortal man ! a wretch of humble birth, 
A short-lived reptile in the dust of earth/ 

So spoke the god who darts celestial fires :-^ 
He dreads his fury, and some steps retires. 
Then Phoebus bore the chief of Venus' nfc6 
To Troy's high fane, and to his holy place ; 
Latona there and Phoebe heaFd the wound, 
With vigour arm'd him, and with glory crown' J* 
This done, the patron of the silver bow 
A phantom raised, the same in shape and show 
With great ^neas ; such the form he bore, 
And such in fight the radiant arms he wore^ 
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Around the spectre bloody wars are waged, 
And Greece and Troy with clashing shields en- 
Meantime on Ilion's tower Apollo stood, [gaged. 
And calling Mars, thus urged the raging god— ^ 

* Stem power of arms, by whom the mighty fall. 
If ho bathest in blood, and shakest the' embattled 
Rise in thy wrath ! to hell's abhorr'd abodes [wall, 
l)ispatch yon Greek, and vindicate the gods. 
First rosy Venus felt his brutal rage ; 

Me next he charged, and dares all heaven engage : 
The wretch would brave high heaven's immortal 
His triple thunder, and his bolts of fire.' [sire. 

The god of battle issues on the plain, 
Stirs all the ranks, and fires the Trojan train ; 
tn form like Acamas, the Thracian guide, 
£nraged to Troy's retiring chiefs he cried — 

* How long, ye sons of Priam ! will ye fly. 
And unrevenged see Priam's people die ? 
Still unresisted shall the foe destroy, 

A.nd stretch the slaughter to the gates of Troy ? 
Lo, brave .tineas sinks beneath his wound, 
N^ot godlike Hector more in arms renown 'd : 
Haste all, and take the generous warrior's part : — 
de said ; new courage swell 'd each hero's heart. 
Sarpedon first his ardent soul express'd, 
And,tum'dtoHector,thesebold words address'd— 

* Say, chief, is all thy ancient valour lost, 
Where are thy threats, and where thy glorious 

boast, 
lliat propp'd alone by Priam's race should stand 
Troy's sacred walls, nor need a foreign hand ? 
^ow, now thy countiy calls her wonted friends^ 
-And the proud vaunt in just derision ends. 
Ilemote they stand, while alien troops engage, 
like trembling hounds before the lion's rage. 

76. N ^ 
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The clasping zone, with golden buckles bound, ' 
Hazed her soft hand with this lamented wound/ 

The sire of gods and men superior smiled* 
And, calling Venus, thus address'd his child-— 
* Not these, O daughter, are thy proper cares, 
Thee milder arts befit, and softer wars ; 
Sweet smiles are thine, and kind endearing charms; 
To Mars and Pallas leave the deeds of arUis/ 

Thus they in heaven : while on the plain below 
The fierce Tydides charged his Dardan foe, 
Flush'd with celestial blood pursued his way. 
And fearless dared the threatening god of day; 
Already in his hopes he saw him kill'd, 
Though screened behind Apollo's mighty shield/ 
Thrice rushing furious, at the chief he strook; 
His blazing buckler thrice Apollo shook : 
He tried the fourth : when ,breaking from the cloud, 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloiid. 

* O son of Tydeus, ceased ! be wise, and see 
How vast the difference of the gods and thee; 
Distance immense ! between the powers that shiae 
Above, eternal, deathless, and divine. 
And mortal man ! a wretch of humble birth, 
A short-lived reptile in the dust of earth.' 

So spoke the god who darts celestial fires t-' 
He dreads his fury, and some steps retires. 
Then Phoebus bore the chief of Venus' wfc6 
To Troy's high fane, and to his holy place ; 
Latona there and Phoebe heafd the wound. 
With vigour arm'd him, and with glory crown'A 
This done, the patron of the silver bow 
A phantom raised, the same in shape and shoW 
With great ^neas ; such the form he bo!re. 
And such in fight the radiant arms he wore. 
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Around the spectre bloody wars are waged. 
And Greece and Troy with clashing shields en- 
Meantime on Ilion's tower Apollo stood, [gaged. 
And calling Mars, thus urged the raging god-^ 

' Stem power of arms, by whom the migh^ fall. 
Who bathest in blood, and shakest the' embattled 
Rise in thy wrath ! to hell's abhorr'd abodes [wall. 
Dispatch yon Greek, and vindicate the gods. 
First rosy Venus felt his brutal rage ; 
Me next he charged, and dares all heaven engage : 
The wretch would brave high heaven's immortal 
Elis triple thunder, and his bolts of fire.' [sire. 

The god of battle issues on the plain, 
Stirs all the ranks, and fires the Trojan train ; 
[n form like Acamas, the Thracian guide. 
Enraged to Troy's retiring chiefs he cried — 

* How long, ye sons of Priam ! will ye fly, 
^nd unrevenged see Priam's people die ? 
Still unresisted shall the foe destroy, 
^d stretch the slaughter to the gates of Troy? 
Lo, brave .tineas sinks beneath his wound, 
N'ot godlike Hector more in arms renown 'd : 
9aste all, and take the generous warrior's part : — 
9e said ; new courage swell 'd each hero's heart, 
iarpedon first his ardent soul express'd, 
\nd,tum'd toHector,these bold words address'd— 

' Say, chief, is all thy ancient valour lost, 
^Vliere are thy threats, and where thy glorious 

boast, 
t*hat propp'd alone by Priam's race should stand 
Troy's sacred walls, nor need a foreign hand ? 
^ow, now thy countiy calls her wonted friends^ 
Ind the proud vaunt in just derision ends, 
demote they stand, while alien troops engage, 
~ake trembling hounds before the lion's rage. 

76. N 
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Far distant hence I held my wide command^ 
Where foaming Xanthus laves the Lycian land; 
With ample wealth (the wish of mortals) \Aeu% 
A beauteous wife, and infant at her breast; 
With those I left whatever dear could be : 
Greece if she conquers, nothing wins from ms; 
Yet first in fight my Lycian bands I cheer. 
And long to meet this mighty man ye fear ; 
While Hector idle stands, nor bids the brave 
Their wives, their infants, and their altars savd 
Haste, warrior, haste ! preserve thy threateB^d 
Or one vast burst of all-involving fate [stale, 
Full o'er your towers shall fall, and sweep away 
Sons, sires, and wives, an undistinguish'd prey. 
Kouse all thy Trojans, urge thy aids to fi^l^ 
These claim thy thoughts by day, thy watch Iff 

night ; 
With force incessant the brave Greeks oppose; 
Such cares thy friends deserve, and such thy foes/ 

Stung to the heart the generous Hector heaiSf 
But just reproof with decent silence bears. 
From his proud car the prince impetuous sprinpi 
On earth he leaps ; his brazen armour rings. 
Two shining spears are brandish'd in his hands; 
Thus arm'd, he animates his drooping bands, 
Revives their ardour, turns their steps from flig^ 
And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 
They turn, they stand ; the Greeks their fury dar^f 
Condense their powers, and wait the growing war. 

As when, on Ceres' sacred floor, the swaia \^ 
Spreads the wide fan to clear the golden graia, g 
And the light chaff, before the breezes borne, 
Ascends in clouds from off the heapy corn; 
The gray dust, rising with collected winds. 
Drives o'er the bam, and whitens all the luads' 
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So white with dust the Orecian host appears, 
Fromtramplingsteedsyand thundering charioteers ; 
The dusky clouds from labour'd earth arise, 
And roU in smoldng volumes to the skies. 
Mars hoYers o'er them with his sable shield, 
And adds new horrors to the darken'd field : 
Pleased with his charge, and ardent to fulfil. 
In Troy's defence, Apollo's heavenly will : 
Soon as from fight the blue-eyed maid retires. 
Each Trojan bosom with new warmth he fires. 
And now the god, from forth his sacred fane. 
Produced JGneas to the shouting train ; 
Alive, unharm'd, with all his peers around. 
Erect he stood, and vigorous from his wound : 
Inquiries none they made ; the dreadful day 
No pause of words admits, no dull delay ; 
Fierce Discord storms, Apollo loud exclaims. 
Fame calls,Mars thunders,and the field's in flames. 

Stem Diomed with either Ajax stood, 
And great Ulysses, bathed in hostile blood. 
Embodied close, the labouring Grecian train 
The fiercest shock of charging hosts sustain. 
Unmoved and silent, the whole war they wait. 
Serenely dreadful, and as fix'd as Fate. 
So wh^ the^ embattled clouds in dark array, 
Along the skies their gloomy lines display ; 
When nowtheNorth his boisterous rage has spent. 
And peaceful sleeps the liquid element ; 
The low-hung vapours, motionless and still, 
Rest on the summits of the shaded hill ; 
Till the mass scatters as the winds arise. 
Dispersed and broken through tiie ruffled sides. 

Nor was the general wanting to his train, 
PrQm troop to troop he toils through all the plain. 
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Till trampled flat beneath the courser's feet : 
The youthful victor mounts his empty seat, 
A^d bears the prize in triumph to the fleet. 

Great Hector saw, and raging at the view. 
Pours on the Greeks ; the Trojan troops pursue : 
He flres his host with animating cries. 
And brings along the furies of the skies. 
Mars, stern destroyer ! and Bellona dread. 
Flame in the front, and thunder at their head : 
This swells the tumult and the rage of fight; 
That shakes a spear that casts a dreadful light. 
Where Hector march'd the god of battles shined, 
Now storm'd before him, and now raged behind. 

Tydides paused amidst his full career ; 
Then first the hero's manly breast knew fear. 
As when some simple swain his cot forsakes, 
And wide through fens an unknown journey takes, 
If chance a swelling brook his passage stay. 
And foam impervious cross the wanderer's way, 
Confused he stops, a length of country pass'd, 
Eyes the rough waves, and tired returns at last; 
Amazed no less the great Tydides stands ; 
He stay'd, and turning thus address'd his bands — 
* No wonder, Greeks ! that all to Hector yield. 
Secure of favouring gods, he takes the field ; 
His strokes they second, and avert our spears: 
Behold where Mars in mortal arms appears ! 
Retire then, warriors, but sedate and slow ; 
Retire, but with your faces to the foe. 
Trust not too much your unavailing might y 
'Tis not with Troy, but with the gods ye fight' 
Now near the G reeks , the black battalions drew ; 
And first two leaders valiant Hector slew : 
His force Anchialus and Menesthes found, 
In every art of glorious war renown'd ; 
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In the same car the chiefs to combat ride, 
And fought united, and united died. 
Struck at the sight, the mighty Ajax glows 
With thirst of vengeance, and assaults 'the foes. 
His massy spear, with matchless fury sent. 
Through Amphius' belt and heaving belly went; 
Amphius Apaesus' happy soil possess'd. 
With herds abounding, and with treasure bless'd ; 
But Fate resistless from his country led 
The chief, to perish at his people's head. 
Shook with his fall his brazen armour rung, 
And fierce, to seize it, conquering Ajax sprung; 
Around his head an iron tempest rain'd ; 
A. wood of spears his ample shield sustain'd ; 
Beneath one foot the yet warm corpse he pressed, 
-And drew his javelin from the bleeding breast : 
lie could no more : the showeiing darts denied 
To spoil his glittering arms and plumy pride, 
^ow foes on foes came pouring on the fields, 
^ith bristling lances, and compacted shields ; 
Till in. the steely circle straiten'd round, 
forced he gives way, and sternly quits the ground. 

While thus they strive, Tlepolemus the great, 
TJrged by the force of unresisted Fate, 
^ums with desire Sarpedon's strength to prove; 
Alcides' offspring meets the son of Jove, [on,^ 
Sheath'd in bright arms each adverse chief came 
Jove's great descendant, and his greater son. 
I^repared for combat, ere the lance he toss'd. 
The daring Rhodian vents his haughty boast : 

* What brings this Lycian counsellor so far. 
To tremble at our arms, not mix in war ? 
Know thy vain self, nor let their flattery move, 
^Vho style thee son of cloud-compelling Jove. 
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How far unlike those chiefs of race divine. 
How vast the difference of their deeds and thine ! 
Jove got such heroes as my sire, whose soul 
No fear could daunt, nor earth, nor hell control. 
Troy felt his arm, and yon proud ramparts stand 
Raised on the ruins of his vengeful hand : 
With six small ships, and but a slender train, 
He left the town a wide-deserted plain. 
But what art thou ? who deedless look'st around, 
While unrevenged thy Lycians bite the ground: 
Small aid to Tr6y thy feeble force can be ; 
But wert thou greater, thou must yield to me. 
Pierced by my spear to endless darkness go ! 
I make this present to the shades below.' 

The son of Hercules, the Rhodian guide, 
Thus haughty spoke. The Lycian king replied— 

* Thy sire, O prince ! overturned the Trojan 
state, 
Whose perjured monarch well deserved his fate; 
Those heavenly steeds the hero sought so far, 
False he detain 'd, the just reward of war. 
Nor so content, the generous chief defied. 
With base reproaches and unmanly pride. 
But you, unworthy the high race you boast. 
Shall raise my glory when thy own is lost : 
Now meet thy fate, and, by Sarpedon slain, 
Add one more ghost to Pluto's gloomy reign.' 

He said : both javelins at an instant flew; 
Both struck, both wounded, but Sarpedon's slew: 
Pull in the boaster's neck the weapon stood, 
Transfix'd his throat, and drank the vital blood; 
The soul disdainful seeks the caves of night, 
And his seal'd eyes for ever lose the light. 

Yet not in vain, Tlepolemus, was thrown 
Thy angry lance ; which, piercing to the hone 
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Sarpedon's thigh, had robb'd the chief of breath ; 
But Jove was present, and forbade the death. 
Borne from the conflict by his Lycian throng. 
The wounded hero dragg'd the lance along. 
(His friends, each busied in his several part. 
Through haste, or danger, had not drawn the dart.) 
The Greeks with slain Tlepolemus retired ; 
Whpse fall Ulysses view'd, with fury fired ; 
Doubtful, if Jove's great son he should pursi^e. 
Or -pour his vengeance on the Lycian crew. . 
But Heaven and Fate the first design withstand. 
Nor this great death must grace -Ulysses' hand. 
Minerva drives him on the Lycian train ; 
Alastor, Cromius, Halius, strow'd the plain, 
^cander, Prytanis, Noemon fell : 
^nd numbers more his sword ^ad sent to heH, 
But Hector saw ; and, fuadous at the sight, 
Rush'd terrible amidst the ranks of fight. 
With joy Sarpedon view'd ihe wish'd relief. 
And, faint, lamenting, thus implored the chief — 

/ ^O suffer not the foe to bear away 
My helpless corpse, an unassisted prey ; 
If I, unbless'd, must see my son no more. 
My much'loved consort, and my native shore. 
Yet let me die in Ilion's sacred wall ; 
Troy, in whose cause I fell, shall mourn my fall.' 

He said, nor Hector to the chief replies, 
But shakes his plume, and fierce to combat flies ; 
Swift as a whirlwind, drives the sjcattering foes ; 
And dyes the ground with purple as he goes. 

Beneath a beech, Jove's consecrated shade, 
His mournful friends divine Sarpedon laid : 
Brave Pdagon, his favourite chief, was nigh. 
Who wrench'd the javelin from his sinewy thigh, 
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The faintrng soul stood ready wing'd for iigfat, 
And o'er his eyeballs swam the shades of niglit; 
But Boreas rising fresh, with gentle breadi. 
Recalled his spirit from the gates of death. 

The generous Greeks recede with tardy pace» 
Though Mars and Hector thunder in their fiice; 
None turn their backs to mean ignoble flight, 
Slow they retreat, and e'en retreating fight. 
Who first, who last, by Mars and HectoPs hand, 
Stretch'd in their blood, lay gasping on the sand? 
Teuthras the great, Orestes the renown'd 
For managed steeds, and Trechus, press'd the 

ground ; 
Next CEnomaus and CEnops' offspring died ; 
Oresbius last fell groaning ajt their side : 
Oresbius, in his painted mitre gay. 
In fat Bceotia held his wealthy sway. 
Where lakes surround low Hyl^'s watery plain, 
A prince and people studious of their gain. 

The C€umage Juno from the skies ^survey'd, 
And, touch'd with grief, bespoke the blue>eyed 

maid — 
' Oh, sight accursed ! shall faithless Troy preyail, 
And shall our promise to our people fail ? 
How vain the word to Menelaiis given 
By Jove's great daughter and the queen of heaven, 
Beneath his arms that Priam's towers should fell, 
If warring gods for ever guard the wall ? 
Mars, red with slaughter, aids our hated foes : 
Haste, let us arm, and force with force oppose !* 

She spoke ; Minerva bums to meet the war: 
And now heaven's empress calls her blazing car. 
At her command rush forth the steeds divine ; 
Rich with immortal gold their trappings shine* 
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Bright Heb^ waits ; by Heb^, ever young, 
The whirling wheels are to the chariot hung. 
On the bright axle turns the bidden wheel 
Of sounding brass ; the polish'd axle, steel. 
£ight brazen spokes in radiant order flame ; 
The circles gold, of uncorrupted frame, 
Such as the heavens produce : and round the gold 
Two brazen rings of work divine were roU'd. 
The bossy naves of solid silver shone ; 
Braces of gold suspend the moving throne : 
The car, behind, an arching figure bore ; 
The bending concave form'd an arch before. 
Silver the beam, the' extended yoke was gold, 
An4 golden reins the' immortal coursers hold. 
Herself, impatient, to the ready car 
The coursers joins, and breathes revenge and war. 

Pallas disrobes ; her radiant veil untied. 
With flowers adorned, with art diversified, 
(The labour'd veil her heavenly fingers wove) 
Flows on the pavement of the court of Jove. 
Now heaven's dread arms her mighty limbs invest^ 
Jove's cuirass blazes on her ample breast ; 
Deck'd in sad triumph for the mournful field. 
O'er her broad shoulders hangs his horrid shield. 
Dire, black, tremendous ! Round the margin roll'd, 
A fringe of serpents hissing -guards the gold : 
Here all the terrors of grim War appear. 
Here rages Force, here tremble Flight and Fear, 
Here storm'd Contention, and here Fury frown'd. 
And the dire orb portentous Gorgon crown'd. 
The massy golden helm she next assumes. 
That dreadful nods with four o'ershading plumes; 
So vast, the broad circumference contains 
A hundred armies on a hundred plains. 
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The goddess thus the' imperial car asceads ; 
Shook by her arm the mighty jayelin bends. 
Ponderous and huge ; that when h«r fbiy bonsy 
Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hosts o'ertans. 

Swift at the scourge the' etherial coursers fiy, 
TVhile the smooth chariot cuts the liquid sky. 
Heaven's gates spontaneous opens to the powers^ 
Heaven's golden gates ^eptby the winged Hours; 
Commission 'd in alternate watch they stand. 
The sun's bright portals and the skies command, 
Involve in clouds the' eternal gates of day. 
Or the dark barrier roll with ease KWtif, 
The sounding hinges ring : on either side" 
The gloomy volumes, pierced with light, divided* 
The chariot mounts, where deep in ambient skies, 
Confused, Olympus' hundred beads arise ; 
TV here far apart the thunderer fills his throne, 
O'er all the gods superior and alone. 
There with her snowy hiand the queen restrains 
The fiery steeds, and thus to Jove complains — 

' O sire ! can no resentment touch thy soul ? 
Can Mars rebel, and does no thunder roll ? 
What lawless rage on yon forbidden plain ! 
What rash destruction ! and what heroes slain ! 
Venus, and Phoebus with the dreadful bow. 
Smile on the slaughter, and enjoy my woe. 
Mad, furious power ! whose unrelenting mind 
No god can govern, and no justice bind. 
Say, mighty father ! shall we scourge his pride, 
And drive from fight the' impetuous homicide f 

To whom assenting, thus the thunderer said — 
* Go ! and the great Minerva be thy aid. 
To tame the monster-god Minerva knows. 
And oft afflicts his brutal breast with woes.' 
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He said ; Saturnia, ardent to obey, 
Lash'd her white steeds along the' aerial way. 
$wift down the steep of heaven the chariot rolls, 
Between the* expanded earth and starry poles. 
Par as a shepherd, from some point on high, 
3'er the wide main extends his boundless eye ; 
Through such a space of air, with thundering sound, 
SX every leap the' immortal coursers bound : 
Troy now they reach'd, and touch'd those banks 

divine, 
i^ere silver Simoi's and Scamander join, 
^here Juno stopp'd, and (her fair steeds unloosed) 
)f air condensed a vapour circumfused : 
7or these, impregnate with celestial dew, 
>a Simo'is' brink ambrosial herbage grew. 
[*hence to relieve the fainting Argive throng, 
Smooth as the sailing doves, they glide along. 

The best and bravest of the Grecian band 
A. warlike circle) round Tydides stand : 
uch was their look as lions bathed in blood, 
Ir foaming boars, the terror of the wood, 
leaven's empress mingles with the mortal crowds 
Ind shouts, in Stentor's sounding voice, aloud: 
itentor the strong, endued vrith brazen lungs, 
?liose throat surpass'd the force of fifty tongues. 

* Inglorious Argives ! to your race a shame, 
Lnd only men in figure and in name ! 
Ince from the walls your timorous foes engaged, 
Vldle fierce in war divine Achilles raged ; 
Tow issuing fearless they possess the plain, 
few win the shores, and scarce the seas remain.' 

Her speech new fury to their hearts convey'd ; 
rhile near Tydides stood the' Athenian maid ; 
*he king beside his panting steeds she found, 
Terspent with toil, reposing on the ground : 

76. o 
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To cool his glowing wound he set apart^ 
(The wound inflicted by the Lycian dart) ; 
Large drops of sweat from all his limbs descend; 
Beneath his ponderous shield his sinews bend^ 
Whose ample belt, that o'er his shoulder lay. 
He eased ; and wash'd the clotted gore away* 
The goddess leaning o'er the bending yoke. 
Beside his coursers, thus her silence broke — 

* Degenerate prince ! and not of Tydeus' lund. 
Whose little body lodged a mighty mind ; 
Foremost he press'd in glorious toils to share, 
An^ scarce refrain'd when I forbade the war. 
Alcnie, unguarded, once he dared to go 
And feast, encircled by the Theban foe ; 
There brayed, and vanquished, many a hardy 

knight ; 
Such nerves I gave him, and such force in fi^t 
Thou too no less hast been my constant care ; 
Thy hands^ I arm'd, and sent thee forth to war : 
But thee or fear deters, or sloth detains.; 
No drop of all thy father warms thy veins.' 

The chief thus answer'd mild — ' Immortal maidl 
I Own thy presence, and confess thy aid. 
Not fear, thou know'st, withholds ine from the 

plains. 
Nor sloth hath seized me, but thy word restrains: 
From warring gods thou bad'st me turn my spear, 
And Venus only found resistance here. 
Hence, goddess ! heedful of thy high commands, 
Loath I gave way, and warn'd our Argive bands : 
For Mars, the homicide, these eyes beheld. 
With slaughter red, and raging round the field.' 
Then thus Minerva — * Brave Tydides, hear! 
Not Mars himself^ nor aught inmiortal, fear. 
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Full on the god impel thy foaming horse : 
Paltas commands, and Pallas lends thee force. 
Rash, furious, hlind, from these to those he flies^ 
And every side of wavering combat tries ; 
Large promise makes, and breaks the promise 

made ; 
Now gives the Grecians, now the Trojans aid.* 

She said, and to the steeds approaching near. 
Drew from his seat the martial charioteer. 
The vigorous power the trembling car ascends. 
Fierce for revenge ; and Diomed attends. 
The groaning axle bent beneath the load ; 
So great a hero, and so great a god. 
She snatch'd the reins, she lash'd with all herforce^ 
And full on Mars impell'd the foaming horse : 
But first, to hide her heavenly visage, spread 
Black Orcus' helmet o'er her radiant head. 

Just then gigantic Periphas lay slain. 
The strongest warrior of the' ^tolian train ; 
The god, who slew him, leaves his prostrate prize 
Stretch'd where he fell, and at Tydides flies. 
Now rushing fierce, in equal arms appear 
The daring Greek, the dreadful god of war ! 
Full at the chief, above his courser's head. 
From Mars's arm the' enormous weapon fled : 
Pallas opposed her hand, and caused to glance 
Far from the car the strong immortal lance. 
Then threw the force of Tydeus' warlike son ; 
The javelin faiss'd ; the goddess urged it on : 
Where the broad cincture girt his armour round 
It pierced the god : his groin received the wound. 
From the rent skin the warrior tugs again 
The smoking steel. Mars bellows with the pain : 
Loud as the roar encountering armies yield 
When shouting millions shake the thundering field. 
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Both armies start, and trembling gaze around; 
And earth and heaven rebellow to the soimd. 
As vapours, blown by Auster's sultry breath, 
Pregnant with plagues, and shedding seeds of 
Beneath the rage of burning Sirius rise, [deaths 
Choke the parch'd earth, and blacken all the skies; 
In such a cloud the god, from combat driven. 
High o'er the dusty whirlwind scales the heaven. 
Wild with his pain, he sought the bright abodes, 
There sullen sat beneath the sire of gods, 
Show'd the celestial blood, and with a groan 
Thus pour'd his plaints before the' immortal 
throne — 
' Can Jove, supine, flagitious facts survey/ 
And brook the furies of this daring day ? 
For mortal men celestial powers engage. 
And gods on gods exert eternal rage. 
From thee, O father ! all these ills we bear, 
And thy fell daughter with the shield and spear: 
Thou gavest that fury to the realms of li^t. 
Pernicious, wild, regardless of the right. 
All heaven beside reveres thy sovereign sway. 
Thy voice we hear, and thy behests obey : 
'Tis hers to' offend, and e'en offending share 
Thy breast, thy counsels, thy distinguished care: 
So boundless she, and thou so partial grown. 
Well may we deem the wondrous birth thy own. 
Now frantic Diomed, at her command. 
Against the' immortals lifts his raging hand : 
The heavenly Venus first his fury found. 
Me next encountering, me he dared to wound ; 
Vanquish'd I fled : e'en I, the goa of fight. 
From mortal madness scarce was saved by flight 
Else hadst thou seen me sink on yonder plain, 
Heap'd round* and heaving under loads of slaip! 
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Or pierced with Grecian darts, for ages li^, 
Condemn'd to pain, though fated not to die.' 

Him, thus upbraiding, with a wrathful look 
The lord of thunders viewed, and stern bespoke : 
' To me, perfidious ! this lamenting strain ? 
Of lawless force shall lawless Mars complain ? 
Of all the gods who tread the spangled skies. 
Thou most unjust, most odious in our eyes ! 
Inhuman discord is thy dire delight. 
The waste of slaughter, and the rage of fight. 
No bound, no law, thy fiery temper quells. 
And all thy mother in thy soul rebels. 
In vain our threats, in vain our power we use ; 
She gives the' example, and her son pursues. 
Yet long the' infiicted pangs thou shalt not mourn. 
Sprung since thou artfromJoye,andheavenly-b(H'n, 
lElse, singed with lightning, hadst thou hence 

been thrown. 
Where chain'd on burning rocks the Titans groan.' 

Thus he who shakes Olympus with his nod; 
Then gave to Paeon's care the bleeding god. 
With gentle hand the balm he pour'd around, 
And heal'd the' immortal fiesh, and closed the 

wound. 
As when the fig's press'd juice, infused in cream. 
To curds coagulates the liquid stream. 
Sudden the fiuids fix the parts combined ; 
Such, and so soon, the' etherial texture join'd. 
Cleansed from the dust and gore, fair Heb^ dress'd 
Bis mighty limbs in an immortal vest. 
Glorious he sat, in majesty restored, 
fast by the throne of heaven's superior lord. 
Juno and Pallas mount the bless'd abodes, 
Their task perform'd, and mix among the gods. 

o 2 
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BOOK VI- 



THE EPISODES OF GLAUCUS AND DTOMED, AND OF HBCTOK 

AND ANDROMACHE. 

Th« gods having left the field, the Grecians prerail. Helenif 
the chief aqgar of Troj, commands Hector to retam to the 
citjr, in order to appoint a solemn procession of the qieei 
and the Trojan matrons to the temple of Minenra, to enticit 
her to remove Diomed from the fight. The battle relaxiig 
daring the absence of Hector, Glaacns and Diomed htvt 
an interview between the two armies ; where, oomipg to the 
knowledge of the friendship and hospitality passed iMtweei 
their ancestors, thej make exchange of their arms. Heotor 
having performed the orders of Helenos, prevuls opoi 
Paris to return to the battle ; and, taking a tender leave of 
hjs wife Andromache, hastens again to the field. 

The scene is first in the field of battle, between the rifer 
3imois and Scamapder, and then ohanges to Troj. 



Now Heayen forsakes the fight : the' immortals 

yield, 
To human force and human skill, the field : 
I)ark showers of javelins fly from foes to foes; 
Now here, now there, the tide of combat flows; 
While Troy*s famed streams, that bound the 

deathful plain. 
On either side run purple to the main. 

Great Ajax first to conquest led the way, 
Broke the thick ranks, and tum'dthe doubtful day. 
The Thracian Acamas his falchion found, 
Apd hew'd the' enormous giant to the grouii4} 
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His thundering arm a deadly stroke impress'd 
Where the black horse-hair nodded o'er his crest; 
Fix'd in his front the brazen weapon lies, 
And seals in endless shades his swimming eyes. 
Next Teuthras' son distain'd the sands with blood, 
Axylus, hospitable, rich, and good : 
In fair Arisba's walls (his native place) 
He held his seat ; a friend to human race. 
Fast by the road, his ever-open door 
Obliged the wealthy, and relieved the poor. . 
To stem Tydides now he falls a prey, 
!No friend to guard him in the dreadful day ! 
Breathless the good man fell, and by his side 
His faithful servant, old Calesius, died. 

By great Euryalus was Dresus slain. 
And next he laid Opheltius on the plain. 
Two twins were near, bold, beautiful, and young, 
From a fair Naiad and Bucolion sprung : 
(Laomedon's white flocks Bucolion fed. 
That monarch's first-born by a foreign bed ; 
In secret woods he won the Naiad's grace. 
And two fair infants crown'd his strong embrace.) 
Here dead they lay in all their youthful charms ; 
The ruthless victor stripp'd their shining arms. 

Astyalus by Polypoetes fell ; 
Ulysses' spear Pidytes sent to Hell ; 
By Teucer's shaft brave Aretaon bled; 
And Nestor's son laid stem Ablerus dead; 
Great Agamemnon, leader of the brave. 
The mortal wound of rich Elatus gave. 
Who held in Pedasus his proud abode. 
And till'd the banks where silver Satnio flow'd. 
]Vf elanthius by Eurypylus was slain ; 
^And Phylacus from Leitus flies in vain. 
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CJnbless'd Adrastus next at mercy lies 
Beneath the Spartan spear, a liying prize. 
Scared with the din and tumult of liie iigiit. 
His headlong steeds, precipitate in flighty 
Rush'd on a tamarisk's strong trunk, and broke 
The shatter'd chariot from the crooked yoke ; 
Wide o'er the field, resistless as the ¥rind. 
For Troy they fly, and leave their lord behind. 
Prone on his face he sinks beside the wheel : 
Atrides o'er him shakes his vengeful steel ; 
The fallen chief in suppliant posture press'd 
The victor's knces,and thus his prayer addressM—** 

' O spare my youth, and for the life I owe 
Large gifts of price my father shall bestow. 
When fame shall tell, that, not in battle slain, 
Thy hollow ships his captive son detain, 
Rich heaps of brass shall in thy tent be told. 
And steel well-temper'd, and persuasive gold.' 

He said : compassion touch'd the hero's heart; 
He stood, suspended, with the lifted dart : 
As pity pleaded for his yanquish'd prize. 
Stern Agamemnon swift to vengeance flies. 
And furious, thus — * Oh impotent of mind ! 
Shall these, shall these Atrides' mercy find ? 
Well hast thou known proud Troy's perfidious 
And well her natives merit at thy hand ! [land, 
Not one of all the race, nor sex, nor age. 
Shall save a Trojan from our boundless rage : 
I lion shall perish whole, and bury all ; 
Her babes, her infants at the breast, shall fall: 
A dreadful lesson of exampled fate. 
To warn the nations, and to curb the great!' 

The monarch spoke ; the words, with warmth 
addrcss'd. 
To rigid justice steel'd his brother's breast. 
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Fierce from his knees the hapless chief he thrust; 
The monarch's javelin stretch'd him in the dust. 
Then pressing with his foot his panting heart, 
Forth from the slain he tugg'd the reeking dart. 
Old Nestor saw, and roused the warrior's rage; 
' Thus, heroes ! thus the vigorous combat wage ! 
No son of Mars descend, for servile gains. 
To touch the booty, while a foe remains, 
Behold yon glittering host, your future spoil ! 
First gain the conquest, then reward the toil.' 

And now had Greece eternal fame acquired. 
And frighted Troy within her walls retired. 
Glad not sage Helenus her state redress'd. 
Taught by the gods that moved his sacred breast. 
Where Hector stood, with great ^lUeas join'd, 
rhe seer reveal'd the counsels of his mind. 

'Ye generous chiefs ! on whom the' immortals lay 
rhe cares and glories of this doubtful day ; 
[)n whom your aids, your country's hopes depend ; 
l^ise to consult, and active to defend ! 
9ere, at our gates, your brave efforts unite, 
Turn back the routed, and forbid the flight ; 
Bre yet their wives' soft arms the cowards gain. 
The sport and insult of the hostile train. 
i¥^hen your commands have hearten'd every band, 
)urselves, here fix'd, will make the dangerous 

stand; 
?ress'd as we are, and sore of former fight, 
diese straits demand our last remains of might, 
tfeanwhile, thou, Hector, to the town retire, 
Ind teach our mother what the gods require : 
Xirect the queen to lead the' assembled train 
)f Troy's chief matrons to Minerva's fane ; 
Jnbar the sacred gates, and seek the power 
Fith offer'd vows, in Ilion's topmost tower. 
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The largest mantle her rich wardrobes hold, 
Most prized for art, and laboured o'er with gold, 
Before the goddess' honour'd knees be spread, 
And twelve young heifers to her altars led: 
If so the power, atoned by fervent prayer. 
Our wives, our infants, and our city spare, 
And far avert Tydides' wasteful ire, [tire : 

That mows whole troops, and makes all Troyre- 
Not thus Achilles taught our hosts to dread. 
Sprung though he is from more than mortal bed; 
Not thus resistless ruled the stream of fight. 
In rage unbounded, and unmatched in might' 

Hector obedient heard : and, vnth a bound, 
Leap'd from his trembling chariot to the groimd; 
Through all his host, inspiring force, he flies. 
And bids the thunder of the battle rise. 
With rage recruited the bold Trojans glow. 
And turn the tide of conflict on the foe : 
Fierce in the front he shakes two dazzling spears: 
All Greece recedes, and midst her triumphs fears; 
Some god, they thought,who ruled the fate of wars, 
Shot down avenging from the vault of stars. 

Then thus aloud : ' Ye dauntless Dardans, heart 
And you whom distant nations send to war ! 
Be mindful of the strength your fathers bore ; 
Be still yourselves, and Hector asks no more. 
One hour demands me in the Trojan wall. 
To bid our altars flame, and victims fall : 
Nor shall, I trust, the matron's holy train, * 
And reverend elders, seek the gods in yain.' 

This said, with ample strides the hero pass'd; 
The shield's large orb, behind his shoulder cast, 
His neck o'ershading, to his ancle hung; 
And, as he march'd, the brazen buckler run^. 
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Now paused the battle (godlike Hector gone). 
Where daring Glaucus and great Tydeus' son 
Between both armies met : the chiefs from far 
Obsenred each other, and had mark'd for war. 
Near as they drew, Tydides thus began — 

' What art thou, boldest of the race of man ? 
Our eyes, till now, that aspect ne'er beheld. 
Where fame is reap'd amid the' embattled field ; 
Yet far before the troops thou darest appear, 
And meet a lance the fiercest heroes fear. 
Unhappy they, and bom of luckless sires. 
Who tempt our fury when Minerva fires ! 
But if from heaven, celestial, thou descend, 
Ejiow, with immortals we no more contend. 
Not long Lycurgus view'd the golden light. 
That daring man who mix'd with gods in fight. 
Bacchus, and Bacchus' votaries, he drove, 
Withbrandish'd steel fromNyssa's sacred grove : 
Their consecrated spears lay scatter'd round. 
With curling vines and twisted ivy bound ; 
While Bacchus headlong sought the briny flood, 
And Thetis' arms received the trembling god. 
Nor fail'd the crime the' immortals' wrath to move ; 
(The' immortals bless'd with endless ease above) 
Deprived of sight by their avenging doom. 
Cheerless he breathed, and wander'dinthe ^oom. 
Then sunk unpitied to the dire abodes, 
A wretch accursed, and hated by the gods ! 
I brave not heaven : but if the fruits of earth 
Sustain thy life, and human be thy birth, 
3old as thou art, too prodigal of breath. 
Approach, and enter the dark gates of death. 

* What, or from whence I am, or who my sire, 
(Replied the chief) can Tydeus' son inquire ? 
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like leaves on trees the race of man is found, 
Now green in youtii, now withering on the ground ; 
Another race the following spring supplies; 
They fall successive, and successive rise : 
So generations in their course decay; 
So flourish these, when those are pass'd away. 
But if thou still persist to search my birth. 
Then hear a tale that fills the spacious earth, 

' A city stands on Argos' utmost bound, 
(Argos the fair for warlike steeds renownM) 
JEolian Sisyphus, with wisdom bless'd. 
In ancient time the happy wall possess'd. 
Then call'd Ephyre : Glaucus was his son; 
Great Glaucus, father of Bellerophon, 
Who o'er the sons of men in beauty shined. 
Loved for that valour which preserves mankind. 
Then mighty Praetus Argos' sceptres sway'd, 
Whose hard commands Bellerophon obeyed. 
With direful jealousy the monarch raged. 
And the brave prince in numerous toils engaged. 
For him Antaea bum'd with lawless flame. 
And strove to tempt him from the paths of fiBune: 
In vain she tempted the relentless youths 
Endued with wisdom, sacred fear, and truth. 
Fired at his scorn the queen to Praetus fled. 
And begg'd revenge for her insulted bed : 
Incensed he heard, resolving on his fate; 
But hospitable laws restrain'd his hate : 
To Lycia the devoted youth he sent. 
With tablets seal'd, that told his dire intent. 
Now,bless'd by every power who guards the good, 
The chief arrived at Xanthus' silver flood : 
There Lycia's monarch paid him honours due, 
Nine days he feasted, and nine bulls he slew. 
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it when tlie teatli hiigbt Borang onest ^owVi, 
le fedthful yo«di his Moaaich's vaadate diQfw'd : 
le fotal tablets, till that instaat seai*d, 
16 deatfaM secret to the kiag revealed. 
rsty dire Chimaera*8 coaqaest was eajoia'd, 
mingled monster of no mortal kind ; 
thind, a dragon's fiery tail was spread ; 
goat's rough body bore a lion's head ; 
sr pitchy nostrils flaky flames ex{Mre ; 
sr gaping throat emits infernal fire. 

* This pest he slaughter'd (for he read the skies, 
id trusted heaven's informing prodigies), 

len met in arms the Solymaean crew, 
iercest of men) and those the warrior slew. 
BXt the bold Amazon's whole force defied; 
id conquer'd still, for heaven was on his side. 

* Nor ended here his toils : his Lycian foes, 
: his return, a treacherous ambush rose, 

ith levePd spears along the winding shore ; 
lere fell they breathless, and retum'd no more. 

* At length the monarch, with repentant grief, 
mfess'd the gods and god-descended chief; 

is daughter gave, the stranger to detain, 
ith half the honours of his ample reign : 
le Lycians grant a chosen space of ground, 
ith woods, with vineyards, and with harvests 

crown'd. 
lere long the chief his happy lot possessed, 
ith two brave sons and one fair daughter bless'd ; 
air e'en in heavenly eyes ; her fruitful love 
own'd with Sarpedon's birth the' embrace of 

Jove) 
it when at last, distracted in his mind, 
»rsook by heaven, forsaking humankind, 
76. P 
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Wide o'er the'Aleian field he choae to stray, 
A long, forlorn, uncomfortable way ! 
Woes heap'd on woes consumed his wasted heart : 
His beauteous daughter fell by Phoebe's dart; 
His eldest-born by raging Mars was slain. 
In combat on the Solymsean plain. 
Hippolochus survived : from him I camey 
The honour'd author of my birth and name ; 
By his decree I sought the Trojan town ; 
By his instructions learn to win renowh. 
To stand the first in wortii as in command. 
To add new honours to my native land. 
Before my eyes my mighty sires to place. 
And emulate the glories of our race.' 

He spoke, and transport filFd Tydides' hearf; 
In earth the generous warrior fix'd his dart. 
Then friendly, thus, the Lycian prince address'd-^ 
* Welcome, my brave hereditary guest ! 
Thus ever let us meet, with kind embrace. 
Nor stain the sacred friendship of our race. 
fijiow,chief,our grandsires have been guests of old; 
CEneus the strong, Bellerophon the bold : 
Our ancient seat his honour'd presence graced. 
Where twenty days in genial rites he pass'd. 
The parting: heroes mutual presents left: 
A golden loblet was thy gLdsire's gift; 
CEneus a belt of matchless work bestow'd. 
That rich with Tyrian dye refulgent glow'd, 
(This from his pledge I learn'd,which,safely stored 
Among my treasures, still adorns my board : 
For Tydeus left; me young, when Theb^'s wall 
Beheld the sons of Greece untimely fidl,) 
Mindful of this, in friendship let us join ; 
If Heaven our steps to foreign lands incline, 
My guest in Argos thou, and I in Lycia tlune. 



V 
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Enough of Trojans to this lance shall yield, 
In the full harvest of yon ample field ; 
Enough of Greeks shall dye thy spear with gore ; 
But thou and Diomed be foes no more. 
Now change we arms, and prove to either host 
We guard the friendship of the line we boast.' 

Thus having said, the gallant chiefs alight. 
Their hands they join,their mutual faith they plight ; 
Brave Glaucus then each narrow thought resigned, 
(Jove warm'd his bosom, and enlarged his mind) 
For Diomed's brass arms, of mean device, 
For which nine oxen paid (a vulgar price). 
He gave his own, of gold divinely wrought, 
A hundred beeves the shining purchase bought. 

Meantime the guardian of the Trojan state. 
Great Hector, enter'd at the Scaean gate. 
Beneath the beech-tree's consecrated shades. 
The Trojan matrons and the Trojan maids 
Around him flock'd, all press'd with pious care 
For husbands, brothers, sons, engaged in war. 
He bids the train in long procession go. 
And seek the gods, to avert the' impending woe. 
And now to Priam's stately courts he came. 
Raised on arch'd columns of stupendous frame ; 
O'er these a range of marble structure runs. 
The rich pavilion of his fifty sons. 
In fifty chambers lodged : and rooms of state. 
Opposed to those, where Priam's daughters sate. 
Twelve domes for them and their loved spouses 
Of equal beauty, and of polish'd stone. [shone, 
Hither great Hector pass'd, nor pass'd unseen 
Of royal Hecuba, his mother-queen. 
(With her Laodic^, whose beauteous face 
Surpass'd the nymphs of Troy's illustrious race) 
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Long in a strict embrace she held her son, 
And press'd his hand, and tender thus begun: 

* O Hector ! say, what great occasion calls 
My son from fight, when Greece surrounds om 

walls; 
Comest thou to supplicate the' almighty Power, 
With lifted hands, from Ilion's lofty tower ? 
Stay, till I bring the cup with Bacchus crown'd, 
In Jove's high name, to sprinkle on the ground, 
And pay due vows to all the gods around. 
Then with a plenteous draught refresh thy bouI, 
And draw new' spirits from the generous bowl; 
Spent as thou art with long laborious fight, 
lie brave defender of thy country's right.* 

' Far hence be Bacchus' gifts (the chief rejoin'd; 
Inflaming wine, pernicious to mankind. 
Unnerves the limbs, and dulls the noble mind. 
Let chiefs abstain, and spare the sacred juice 
To sprinkle to the gods, its better use. 
By me that holy office were profaned ; 
111 fits it me, with human gore distain'd. 
To the pure skies these horrid hands to raise. 
Or offer heaven's great Sire polluted praise. 
You, with your matrons, go ! a spotless train. 
And burn rich odours in Minerva's fane. 
The largest mantle your full wardrobes hold. 
Most prized for art, and labour'd o'er with gold, 
Before the goddess' honour'd knees be spread. 
And twelve young heifers to her altar led. 
So may the power, atoned by fervent prayer. 
Our wives, our infants, and our city spare; 
And far avert Tydides' wasteful ire. 
Who mows whole troops, and makes all Troy re- 
Be this, O mother, your religious care : [tire. 
I go to rouse soft Paris to the war ; 
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If yet not lost to all the sense of shame, 
The recreant warrior hear the voice of fame. 
Oh, would kind earth the hateful wretch embrace, 
That pest of Troy, that ruin of our race ! 
Bee^ to the dark abyss might he descend, 
IVoy yet should flourish, and my sorrows end.' 
Iliis heard, she gave command : and summoned 
Each noble matron and illustrious dame, [came 
The Phrygian queen to her rich wardrobe went. 
Where treasured odours breathed a costly scent. 
There lay the vestures of no vulgar art, 
Sidonian maids embroider'd every part. 
Whom from soft Sidon youthful Paris bore. 
With Helen touching on the Tyrian shore. 
Here, as the queen revolved with careful eyes 
The various textures and the various dyes. 
She chose a veil that shone superior far. 
And glow'd refulgent as the morning star. 
Herself with this the long procession leads ; 
The train majestically slow proceeds. x 

3oon as to Ilion's topmost tower they come. 
And awful reach the high Palladian dome, 
Antenor's consort, fair Theano, waits 
As Pallas' priestess, and unbars the gates. 
With hands uplifted and imploring eyes. 
They fill the dome with supplicating cries. 
The priestess then the shining veil displays. 
Placed on Minerva's knees, and thus she prays — 

* Oh awful goddess ! ever-dreadful maid, 
Troy's strong defence, unconquer'd Pallas, aid! 
Break thou Tydides' spear, and let him fall 
Prone on the dust before the Trojan wall ! 
So twelve young heifers, guiltless of the yoke, 
Shall fill ihy temple with a grateful smoke. 

p2 
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But thou, atoned by penitence and pr&yer, 
Oursetyes, our infants, and our city, spare I' 
So pray'd the priesteBB in her holy fane; . 
So vow'd the matrona, but they vow'd tnJnH 
While these appear before the pom^B 
Hector to Paris' lofty dome vpairs. [pOljw 
Himself the manBion raiBed ; from every put 
AsBembling architectB of matchless ait. 
Neax Priam's court and Hector's palace BAud 
The pompous structure, and the town comnnfe 
A spear liie hero bore of wondrous strei^Qc~ 
Of MI ten cubits was the lance'ft length; i 
ith golden ringlets join't^ 
at each iQotion b 
ittering rcioins he fo| 
useless arms lay n 
their splendid sbft^ 
nd poliatiing the fa 
!r vii^ns stands, *i 
idinstnictsthei 
I£ra thus unactive, with an ardent lodl 
The prince beheld, and high- resenting spokf 
' Thy hate to Troy, ia this the time to shoWfi^ 
(O wretch iU-fated, and thy country's foe I) 
Paris and Greece against us, both conspire; 
Thy close resentment, and their vengeful ire. 
For thee great Ilion's guardian heroes fall. 
Till heaps of dead alone defend her w(dl; 
For thee the soldier bleeds, the matron moanu 
And wasteful war in all its fury bums. 
Ungrateful man ! deserves not this thy care. 
Our troops to hearten, and our toils to share? 
Rise, or behold the conquering flames ascend, 
And all the Phrygian glories at an end.' 
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* Brother, 'tis just, (replied the beauteous youth) 
^y free remonstrance proves thy worth and truth : 
^et charge my absence less, O generous chief ! 
^ hate to Troy, than conscious shame and grief: 
Here, hid from human eyes, thy brother sat. 
And moum'd, in secret, his and Ilion's fate. 
*t\s now enough : now glory spreads her charms. 
And beauteous Helen calls her chief to arms. 
Conquest to-day my happier sword may blesa, 
Tis man's to fight, but Heaven's to give success. 
But while I arm, contain thy ardent mind ; 
Or go, and Paris shall not lag behind.' 

He said, nor smswer'd Priam's warlike son ; 
When Helen thus with lowly grace begun — 
. f O generousltf'other ! (if the guilty dame. 
That caused theseWoes, deserve a sister's name !) 
Wo\il4 heaven, ei| alf these dreadful deeds were 

done. 
The day, that sfarow'd'me to the golden Sun, 
Had seen my death I why did not whirlwinds bear 
The fatal infant to the fowls of air ? 
Why sunk I not beneath the whelming tide. 
And midst the roarings of the waters died ? 
Heaven iill'd up all my ills, and I accursed 
Bore all, and Paris of those ills the worst. 
Helen at least a braver spouse might claim, 
Warm'd with some virtue, some regard of fame ! 
Now tired with toils, thy fainting limbs recline. 
With toils, sustain'd for Paris' sake and mine : 
The gods have link'd our miserable doom. 
Our present woe, and infamy to come : 
Wide shall it spread, and last through ages long. 
Example sad ! and theme of future song.' 

The chief replied — * This time forbids to rest; 
The Trojan bands, by hostile fury press'd, 
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Demand their Hector, and his arm require; 
The combat urges, and my soul 's oh fire. 
Urge thou thy knight to march where glory calk, 
And timely join me, ere I leave the walls. 
Ere yet I mingle in the direful fray, 
•My wife, my infant, claim a moment's stay ; 
This day (perhaps the last that sees me here) 
Demands a parting word, a tender tear : 
This day, some god who hates our Trojan land 
May vanquish Hector by a Grecian hand.' 

He said, and pass'd with sad presaging heart 
To seek his spouse, his soul's far dearer part; 
At home he sought her, but he sought in vain; 
She, with one maid of all her menial train. 
Had thence retired ; and with her second joy. 
The young Astyanax, the hope of Troy, 
Pensive she stood on Ilion's towery height. 
Beheld the war, and sicken'd at the sight ; 
There her sad eyes in vain her lord explore. 
Or weep the wounds her bleeding country bore 

But he who found not whom his soul desired 
Whose virtue charmed him as her beauty fired. 
Stood in the gates, and ask'd ' what way she ben 
Her parting step ? If to the fane she went, 
Where late the mourning matrons made resort; 
Or sought her sisters in the Trojan court ?' 
* Not to the court, (replied the' attendant train] 
Nor mix'd with matrons to Minerva's fane :. 
To Ilion's steepy tower she bent her way. 
To mark the fortunes of the doubtful day. 
Troy fled, she heard, before the Grecian sword 
She heard, and trembled for her absent lord : 
Distracted with surprise, she seemed to fly. 
Fear on her cheek, and sorrow in her eye. 
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The nurse attended with her infant boy. 
The young Astyanax, the hope of Troy.' 

Hector, this heard, retum'd without delay ; 
Swift through the town he trod his former way. 
Through streets of palaces, and walks of state ; 
And met the mourner at the Scaean gate. 
With haste to meet him sprung the joyful fair. 
His blameless wife, Action's wealthy heir : 
(Clliciim Theb^ great Action sway'd, 
-And Hippoplacus' wide-extended shade) 
The nurse stood near, in whose embraces press'd 
His only hope hung smiling at her breast. 
Whom each soft charm and early grace adorn. 
Fair as the new-bom star that gUds the mom. 
To this loved infant Hector gave the name 
Scamandrius, from Scamander's honour'd stream ; 
Ajityanax the Trojans call'd the boy. 
From his great father, the defence of Troy. 
Silejit the warrior smiled, and pleased resign'd 
To tender passions all his mighty mind ; 
His beauteous princess cast a mournful look, 
bung on his hand, and then dejected spoke ; 
Her bosom labour'd with a boding sigh. 
And the big tear stood trembling in her eye. 

* Too daring prince ! ah, whither dost thou run ? 
Ah, too forgetful of thy wife and son ! 
And think'st thou not how wretched we shall be, 
A widow I, an helpless orphan he ! 
For sure such courage length of life denies, 
And thou must fall, thy virtue's sacrifice. 
Greece in her single heroes strove in vain ; 
Now hosts oppose thee, and thou must be slain ! 
O grant me, gods ! ere Hector meets his doom. 
All I can ask pf Heaven, an early tomb ! 
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So shall my days in one sad tenour run, 
• And end with sorrows as they first begun. 
No parent now remains my griefs to share, 
No father's aid, no mother's tender care. 
The fierce Achilles wrapp'd our walls in fire, 
Laid Theb^ waste, and slew my warlike sire! 
His fate compassion in the victor bred ; 
Stem as he was, he yet revered the dead, 
His radiant arms preserved from hostile spoil, 
And laid him decent on the funeral pile ; [bun'c 
Then raised a mountain where his bones wei 
The mountain-nymphs the rural toinb adom'd, 
Jove's silvan daughters bade their elms beston 
A barren shade, and in his honour grow. 

' By the same arm my seven brave brothers fel 
In one sad day beheld the gates of hell : 
While the fat herds and snowy fiocks they fee 
Amid their fields the hapless heroes bled ! 
My mother lived to bear the victor's bands, 
The queen of Hippoplacia's silvan lands : 
Kedeem'd too late, she scarce beheld again 
Her pleasing empire and her native plain. 
When ah ! oppressed by life-consuming woe, 
She fell a victim to Diana's bow. 

* Yet while my Hector still survives, I see 
My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee : 
Alas ! my parents, brothers, kindred, all 
Once more will perish, if my Hector fall. 
Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger «hare : 
O prove a husband's and a father's care ! 
That quarter most the skilful Greeks annoy. 
Where yon wild fig-trees join the wall of Tny 
Thou, from this tower defend the' important poi 
There Agamemnon points bis dreadful host. 
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That pass Tydides, Ajaz^ striye to gain. 
And Uiere the vengeful Spartan fires his train. 
Thrice our bold foes the fierce attack have given. 
Or led by hopes, or dictated from Heaven. 
Let others in the field their arms employ. 
But stay my Hector here, and guard his Troy.' 
The chief replied — ' That post shall be my care , 
I^ot that alone, but all the works of war. 
How would the sons of Troy, in arms renown'd. 
And Troy's proud dames, whose garments sweep 

the ground. 
Attaint the lustre of my former name. 
Should Hector basely quit the field of fame ? 
My early youth was bred to martial pains. 
My soul impels me to the' embattled plains ; 
Let me be foremost to defend the throne, 
And guard my father's glories, and my own. 

* Yet come it will, the day decreed by fates ; 
(How my heart trembles while my tongue relates !) 
The day when thou, imperial Troy ! must bend. 
And see thy warriors fall, thy glories end. 
And yet no dire presage so wounds my mind. 
My mother's death, the ruin of my kind. 
Not Priam's hoary hairs defiled with gore. 
Not all my brothers gasping on the shore ; 
As thine, Andromache ! thy griefs I dread ; 
I see thee trembling, weeping, captive led ! 
In Argive looms our battles to design. 
And woes, of which so large a part was thine ! 
To bear the victor's hard commands, or bring 
The weight of waters from Hyperia's spring. 
There, while you groan beneath the load of life. 
They cry, " Behold the mighty Hector's wife !" 
Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to see, 
[mbitters all thy woes, by naiping me. 
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The thoughts of glory past, and present shame, 
A thousand griefs shall waken at the name ! 
May I lie cold before that dreadful day, 
Press'd with a load of monumental clay ! 
Thy Hector, wrapp'd in everlasting sleep. 
Shall neither hear thee sigh, nor see thee weepJ 

Thus having spoke, the' illustrious chief of Troy 
Stretch'd his fond arm^s to clasp the lovely boy. 
The babe clung crying to his nurse's breast. 
Scared at the dazzling helm, and nodding crest 
With secret pleasure each fond parent smiled, 
And Hector hasted to relieve his child ; 
The glittering terrors from his brows unbound, 
And placed the beaming helmet on the ground: 
Then kiss'd the child, and, lifting high in air. 
Thus to the gods preferred a father's prayer — 

* O thou ! whose glory fills the' etherial throne 
And all ye deathless powers ! protect my son ! 
Grant him, like me, to purchase just renown. 
To guard the Trojans, to defend the crown. 
Against his country's foes the war to wage, 
And rise the Hector of the future age ! 
So when triumphant from successful toils 
Of heroes slain he bears the reeking spoils, 
While hosts may hail him with deserved acclaini: 
And say, * This chief transcends his father's fame : 
While pleased, amidst the general shouts of Troy 
His mother's consciotis heart o'erflows with joy. 

He spoke, and fondly gazing on her charms, 
Restored the pleasing burden to her arms ; 
Soft on her fragrant breast the babe she laid, 
Hush'd to repose, and with a smile survey'd. 
The troubled pleasure soon chastised by fear. 
She mingled with a smile a tender tear. 
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lie soften'd chief with kind compassioii Tietr^d, 
ind dried the falling dropf^ and thus pmrttied — 

' Andromache ! my 9onVn far better part, 
Thy with untimely sorrowi heaTea thy heart? 
To hostile hand can ZMkXeidaAe my doom^ 
ill fate condemns me to the silent tomb* 
ix'd is the term of all the race of earth ; 
ittd such the hard condition of our birth : 
To force can then resist^ no flight can sare, 
Jl sink alike, the fearful and the tvare* 
[o more — but hasten to thy tasks at home, 
here guide the spindle, and direct the loom : 
[e glory summons to the martial scene, 
he field of combat is th^ sphere for men« 
Fhere heroes war, the foremost place I claim, 
he first in danger as the first in fieune/ 

Thus haying said, the glorious chief resumes 
[is towery helmet, black with shading plumes, 
[is princess parts, with a prophetic sigh, 
Unwilling parts, and oft reverts her eye 
hat stream'd at every look : then, moving slow, 
ought her own palace, and indulged her woe. 
here, while her tears deplored the godlike man, 
hrough aU her train the soft infection ran ; 
he pious maids their mingled sorrows shed, 
Jid mourn the living Hector, as the dead. 

But now, no longer deaf to honour's call, 
orth issues Paris from the palace wall. 
I brazen arms that cast a gleamy ray, 
mSi through the town the warrior bends his way. 
be wanton courser thus with reins unbound 
reaks from his stall, and beats the trembling 
ground ; 

76. Q 
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Pamper'd and proud, he seeks the wonted tides, 
And laves, in height of blood, his shining sides; 
His head now freed, he tosses to the skies ; 
His mane dishevel'd o'er his shoulders flies; 
He snuffs the females in the distant plain. 
And springs, exulting, to his fields again. 
With equal triumph, sprightly, bold, and gay. 
In arms refulgent as the god of day. 
The son of Priam, glorying in his might, 
Rush'd forth with Hector to the fields of fight 
And now, the warriors passing on the way. 
The graceful Paris first excused his stay. 
To whom the noble Hector thus replied — 
* O chief! in blood, and now in arms, allied! 
Thy power in war with justice none contest; 
Known is thy courage, and thy strength confess'd< 
What pity sloth should seize a soul so brave. 
Or godlike Paris live a woman's slave ! 
My heart weeps blood at what the Trojans ^ay^ 
And hopes thy deeds shall wipe the stain away* 
Haste then, in all their glorious labours share. 
For much they suffer, for thy sake, in war. 
These ills shall cease, whene'er by Jove's decree 
We crown the bowl to Heaven and liberty : 
While the proud foe his frustrate triumphs mourns, 
And Greece indignant through her seas returns/ 
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THB SINGLE COMBAT OF HECTOR AND AJAX. 

The battle renewing with doable ardoar upon the retorn of 
Hector, Minerra is onder apprehensions for the Greeks. 
ApollOy seeing her descend from Oly mpos, joins her near the 
Scasan gate. Thej agree to pot off the general engagement 
for that day, and incite Hector to challenge the Greeks to a 
single combat. Nine of the princes accepting the challenge, 
the lot is cast, and falls opon Ajax. These heroes, after 
seyeral attacks, are parted bj the night. The Trojans call- 
ing a coancil, Antenor proposes Uie deliTcrj of Helen to 
the Greeks ; to which Paris will not consent, bat offers to 
restore them her riches. Priam sends a herald to make 
this offer, and to demand a trace for barning the dead ; the 
last of which onlj is agreed to by Agamemnon. When the 
fonerals are performed, the Greeks, porsaant to the advioa 
of Nestor« erect a fortification to protect their fleet and 
camp, flanked with towers, and defended by a ditch and 
palisades. Neptnne testifies his jealousy at this work, bat 
IS pacified by a promis^ from Jopiter. Both armies pass 
the night in feasting ; hot Japiter disheartens the Trojans 
with thnnder, and other signs of his wrath. • 

Hie three-and-twentieth day ends with the dael of Hec- 
tor and Ajax : the next day the trace is agreed : another 
is taken np in the funeral rites of the slain ; and one more 
in building the fortification before the ships. So that 
somewhat above three days is employed in this book. The 
scene lies wholly in the field. 



So spoke the guardian of the Trojan state, 
Then rush'd impetuous through the Scsean gate. 
Him Paris foUow'd to the dire alarms ; 
Both breathing slaughter, both resolved in arms. 
A» when to sailors labouring through the main. 
That long had l^eavedthe weaiy oar in vain, 
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Jove bids at length the' expected gales arise. 
The gales blow grateful, and the vessel flies; 
So welcome these to Troy's desiring train ; 
The bands are cheer'd, the war awakes again. 

Bold Paris first the work of death begun 
On great Menestheus, Are'ithous' son : 
Sprung from the fair Philomeda's embrace, 
T^e pleajsing Arn^ was his native place. 
Then sunk Eioneus to the shades below. 
Beneath his steely casque he felt the blow 
Full on his neck, from Hector's weighty hand; 
And roird, with limbs relax'd, along the land. 
By Glaucus' spear the bold Iphinous bleeds, 
Fix'd in the shoulder as he mounts his steeds ; 
Headlong he tumbles : his slack nerves unbound 
Drop the cold useless members on the ground. 

When now Minerva saw her Argives shun. 
From vast Olympus to the gleaming plain 
Fierce she descends : Apollo mark'd her flight, 
Nor shot less swift from Ilion's towery height 
Radiant they met, beneath the beechen shade; 
When thus Apollo to the blue-eyed maid — ^ 

' What cause, O daughter of almighty Jove ! 
Thus wings thy progress from the realms above ! 
Oqce more impetuous dost thou bend thy way, 
To give to Greece the long-divided day ? 
Too much has Troy already felt thy hate. 
Now breathe thy rage, and hush the stem debate; 
This day, the business of the field suspend ; 
War soon shall kindle, and great Ilion bend ; 
Since vengeful goddesses confederate join 
To raze her walls, though built by hands divine.' 

To whom the progeny of Jove replies — 
^ I jeft, for this, the council of the skies ; 
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3ut who shall bid conffictiiig hosts forbear, 
What art shall calm the furious sons of war V 
To her the god — ' Great Hector's soul incite 
To dare the boldest Greek to single fight, 
rill Greece,^roYoked, from all her nunobers show 
A. wwrrior worthy to be Hector's foe/ 

At this agreed, the heavenly powers withdrew ; 
Sage Helenus their secret counsels knew ; 
Sector, inspired, he sought : to hitn address'd, 
rhus told the dictates of his sacred breast — 
• O son of Priam ! let thy faithful ear 
Receiye my words : thy friend and brother hear ! 
Gro forth persuasive, and a while engage 
rhe warring nations to suspend their rage ; 
rhen dare the boldest of the hostile train 
To mortal combat on the listed plain. 
For not this day shall end thy glorious date ; 
The gods have spoke it, and their voice is fate.' 

He said : the warrior heard the word with joy ; 
Then with his spear restrain'd the youth of Troy, 
Held by the midst athwart. On either hand 
The squadrons part; the' expecting Trojans stand : 
Great Agamemnon bids the Greeks forbear ; 
They breathe, and hush the tumult of the war. 
The' Athenian maid, and glorious god of day, 
With silent joy the settling hosts survey : 
In form of vultures, on the beech's height 
They sit conceal'd, and wait the future fight. 

The thronging troops obscure the dusky fields. 
Horrid with bristling spears, and gleaming shields. 
As when a general darkness veils the main, 
(Soft Zephyr curling the wide watery plain) 
The waves scarce heave, the face of Ocean sleeps, 
And a still horror saddens all the deeps ; ^ 

q2 
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Thus in thick order settling wide around^ 
At length composed they sit,and shade the ground. 
Great Hector first amidst both armies broke 
The solemn silence, and their powers bespoke. 

' Hear, all ye Trojan, all ye Grecian bands, 
What my soul prompts, and what some god com- 
mands. 
Great Jove, averse our warfare to compose. 
Overwhelms the nations with new toils and woes; 
War with a fiercer tide once more returns^ 
Till Ilion falls, or till yon navy bums. 
You then, O princes of the Greeks ! appear; 
^is Hector speaks, and calls the gods to hear: 
From all your tpxypOe|a^t the boldest kni^t. 
And him, the/^ld^sC^ftacVor dares to fight. 
Here if I fa)l(^y cl^t^we (^ )»attle slain. 
Be his my s^l, i^d i&a th\^l arms remain; 
But let my l^ody, to^y friends return'd. 
By Trojan h^ds^and Trojan^ames be bum'd : 
And if Apollo,^ ivhbse^md I trust. 
Shall stretch your daring champion in the dust; 
If mine the glory to despoil the foe ; 
On Phoebus' temple I '11 his arms bestow : 
The breathless carcass to your navy sent, 
Greece on the shore shall raise a monument; 
Which when some future mariner surveys, 
Wash'd by broad Hellespont's resounding seas. 
Thus shall he say, ' A valiant Greek lies there, 
By Hector slain, the mighty man of war/ 
The stone shall tell youi; vanquish'd hero's name. 
And distant ages learn the victor's fame.' 

This fierce defiance Greece astonish'd heard, 
Blush'd to refuse, and to accept it fear'd. 
Stern Menelaiis first the silence broke. 
And, inly groaning, thus opprobrious spok< 
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^ Women of Greece! O scasdal of your lace, 
Ifhose coward souls your maalj form disgrace. 
How great tlie shame, when CTery age shall know 
That not a Grecian met this noble foe ! 
€ro then ! resolTe to earth, finom whence ye grew, 
A heardesSy spiritless, ingl<moas crew ! 
Be "v^at ye seem, onanimated clay ! 
MjTself will dare the danger of the day ; 
^is man's bold task the generous strife to try. 
But in the hands of God is victory.' 
These w<Mrds scarce spoke, with generous ardour 
press'd. 
His manly limbs in azure arms he dress'd. 
That day, Atrides ! a superior hand 
Had 9tretch'd thee breathless on the hostile strand ; 
But all at once, thy fury to compose. 
The kings of Greece, an awful band, arose : 
E'en he their chief, great Agamemnon, press'd 
Thy daring hand, and this advice address'd — 
^ Whither, O Menelaiis ! wonldst ihou run. 
And tempt a fate which prudence bids thee shun ? 
Grieved though thou art, forbear the rash design; 
Great Hector's arm is mightier far than thine ; 
E'en fierce Achilles leam'd its force to fear. 
And trembling met this dreadful son of war. 
Sit thou secure amidst thy social band ; 
Ghreece in our cause shall arm some powerful hand. 
The mightiest warrior of the' Achaian name, 
Though bold and burning with desire of fame. 
Content the doubtful honour, might forego. 
So great the danger, and so brave the foe.' 

He said, and turn'd his brother's vengeful mind ; 
He stoop'd to reason, and his rage resign'd, 
No longer bent to rush on certain harms ; 
His joyful friends enbrace his azure arms. 
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He, firom whose lips divine persuasion flows, 
Grave Nestor, then, in graceful act arose ; 
Thus to the kings he spoke — ' What grief, what 

shame 
Attend on Greece, and all the Grecian name! 
How shall, alas ! her hoary heroes mourn 
Their sons degenerate, and their race a scorn ! 
What tears shall down thy silver beard 1>e roll'd. 
Oh Peleus, old in arms, in wisdom old ! 
Once with what joy the generous prince would hear 
Of eveiy chief who fought this glorious wai, . 
Participate their fame,, and pleased inquire 
Each name, each action, and each hero's sire ! 
Gods ! should he see our warriors trembling stand, 
And trembling all before one hostile hand; 
How would he lift his aged arms on high, 
Lament inglorious Greece, and beg to die ! 
Oh ! would to all the' inunortal powers above, 
Minerva, Phoebus, and almighty Jove ! 
Years might again roll back, my youth renew, 
And give this arm the spring which (mce it knew: 
When fierce in war, where Jardan's waters ftdl, 
1 led my troops to Phea's trembling wall. 
And with the' Arcadian spears my prowess tried, 
Where Caledon rolls down his rapid tide. 
There Ereuthalion braved us in the field. 
Proud, Areithous dreadful arms to wield ; 
Great Areithous, known from shore to shore 
By the huge, knotted, iron mace he bore ; 
No lance he shook, nor bent the twanging bow, 
But broke, with this, the battle of the foe. 
Him not by manly force Lycurgus slew. 
Whose guileful javelin from the thicket flew. 
Deep in a winding way his breast assail'd. 
Nor aught the warrior's thundering mace avail'd. 
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ne he fdl : those arms which Mara before 
. giyeii the vaiiquish'd, dow the victor bore : 
when old age had dimm'd Lycurgus' eyes, 
Breudiahon he consigned the prize. 
DiiSy mth thisy he crush'd our level'd bands, 
dared the trial of the strongest hands ; 
could die strongest hands his fiiry stay ; 
law, and fear'd, his huge tempestuous sway. 
ly the youngest of the host, appe^'d, 
., youngest, met whom all our army fear'd. 
igfat the chief: my arms Minerva crown'd : 
ne fell the giant o'er a length of ground.. 
&t then 1 was, O were ypur Nestor npw ! 
Hector's self should want an equal foe. 
warriors, you, that youthful vigour boast, 
flower of Greece, the' examples of our host, 
ing from such fathers, who such numbers sway, 
you stand trembling, and desert the day ?* 
[is warm reproofs the listening kings inflame; 
. nine, the noblest of the Grecian name, 
started fierce : but far before the rest 
king of men advanced his dauntless breast i 
n bold Tydides, great in arms, appear'd ; 
I neji his bulk gigantic Ajax rear'd : 
us follow'd ; Idomen was there, 
[ Merion dreadful as the god of war : 
h these £urypylus and Thoas stand, 
Lwise Ulysses closed the daring band^ 
these, alike inspired with noble rage, 
land the fight. To whom the Pylian sage — 
Lest thirst of glory your brave souls divide, 
at chief shall combat, let the lots decide, 
om Heaven shall choose, be his the chance 

to raise 
country's fame, his own immortal praise.' 
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The lots produced, each hero signs his own; 
Then in the general's helm the fates are thrown. 
The people pray, with lifted eyes and hands. 
And vows like these ascend from all the bands: 
^ Grant, thou Almighty ! in whose hand is Fate, 
A worthy champion for the Grecian state : 
This task let Ajax or Tydides prove. 
Or he, the king of kings, beloved by Jove.* 
Old Nestor shook the casque. By Heaven in- 
spired, 
Leap'd forth the lot, of every Greek desired. 
This from the right to left the herald bears. 
Held out in order to the Grecian peers ; 
Each to his rival yields the mark unknown, 
Till godlike Ajax finds the lot his own ; 
Surveys the' inscription with rejoicing eyes. 
Then casts before him, and with transport cries— 

' Warriors ! I claim the lot, and arm with joy ; 
Be mine the conquest of this chief of Troy. 
[Now while my brightest arms my limbs invest, 
To Saturn's son be all your vows address'd : 
But pray in secret, lest the foes should hear, * 
And deem your prayers the mean effect of fear. 
Said I in secret ? No, your vows declare 
In such a voice as fills the earth and air. 
Lives there a chief whom Ajax ought to dread ? 
Ajax, in all the toils of battle bred ! 
From warlike Salamis I drew my birth. 
And, bom to combats, fear no force on earth.' 

He said. The troops with elevated eyes. 
Implore the god whose thunder rends the skies, 
* O father of mankind, superior lord ! 
On lofty Ida's holy hill adored : 
Who in the highest heaven hast fix'd thy throne. 
Supreme of gods ! unbounded, and alone ; 
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Grant thou, tliat Telamon may bear away 
Hie praise and conquest of this doubtful day ; 
Or, if illustrious Hector be thy care, 
Hiat both may claim it, and that both may share/ 

IN^ow Ajax braced his dazzling armour on ; 
Sheath'd in bright steel the giant-warrior shone : 
He moves to combat with msyestic pace ; 
So stalks in arms the grisly god of Thrace, 
When Jove to punish fiiithless men prepares, 
And gives whole nations to the waste of wars. 
Thus march'd the chief, tremendous as a god ; 
Grimly he smiled ; earth trembled as he strode : 
His massy javelin quivering in his hand, 
He stood, the bulwark of the Grecian band. 
Through every Argive heart new transport ran : 
All Troy stood trembling at ike mighty man: 
£'en Hector paused ; and, with new doubt op« 

press'd. 
Felt his great heart suspended in his breast: 
TwBS vain to seek retreat, and vain to fear ; 
Himself had challenged, and the foe drew near. 

Stem Telamon behind his ample shield. 
As from a brazen tower, o'erlook'd the field. 
Huge was its orb, with seven thick folds o'ercast. 
Of tough bull-hides ; of solid brass the last. 
(The work of Tychius, who in Hyl^ dwell'd. 
And all in arts of armoury excell'd) : 
This Ajax bore before his manly breast. 
And, threatening, thus his adverse chief addressed : 

' Hector ! approach my arm, and singly know 
What strength diou hast, and what the Grecianfoe. 
Achilles shuns the fight ; yet some there are, 
Not void of soul, and not unskilled in war : 
Let him, unactive on the sea-beat shore. 
Indulge his wrath, and aid our arms no more ; 
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Whole troops of heroes Greece has yet to hoast, 
And sends thee one, a sample of her host. 
Such as I am, I come to proye thy might; 
No more— ^ — be sudden, and begin the fight' 

' O son of Telamon, thy country's pride ! 
(To Ajax thus the Trojan prince replied) 
Me, as a boy or woman, wouldst thou fHght, 
New to the field, and trembling at the fight? 
Thou meet'st a chief deserving of thy anns. 
To combat born, and bred amidst alarms : 
I know to shift my ground, remount the car. 
Turn, charge, and answer every call of war; 
To right, to left, the dextrous lance I wield, 
And bear thick battle on my sounding sluekl^ 
But open be our fight, and bold each blow; 
I steal no conquest from a noble foe.' 

He said, and, rising high above the field, 
Whirl'd the long laQce against the sevenfold shield. 
Full on the brass descending from above 
Through six bull-hides the furious weapon drove, 
Till in the seventh it fix'd. Then Ajax threw; 
Through Hector's shield the forceful javelin flew, 
His corselet enters, and his garment rends, 
And glancing downward near his flank descends. 
The wary Trojan shrinks, and bending low 
Beneath his buckler, disappoints the blow. 
From their bored shields the chiefs their javelins 

drew ; 
Then close impetuous, and the charge renew : 
Fierce as the mountain-lions bathed in blood, 
Or foaming boars, the terror of the wood. 
At Ajax, Hector his long lance extends ; 
The blunted point against the buckler bends : 
But Ajax, watchful as his foe drew near. 
Drove through the Trojan targe the knotty spear; 
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It reach'd his neck, with matchless strength im- 

peU'd ; 
Spouts Ihe black gore, and dims his shining shield. 
Yet ceased not Hector thus ; but stooping down, 
In his strong hand up-heaved a flinty stone, 
Black, craggy, yast: to this his force he bends; 
Pull on the In-azen boss the stone descends ; 
The hollow brass resounded with, the shock : 
Then Ajax, seized the fragment of a rock. 
Applied each nerve, and, swinging round on high. 
With force tempestuous let the ruin fly ; 
rhe huge stone thundering through his buckler 

broke : 
Sis slacken'd knees received the numbing stroke ; 
}reat Hector falls extended on the field, 
9is bulk supporting on the shattered shield : 
^OT wanted heavenly aid : Apollo's might 
3<mfirm'd his sinews, and restored to fight. 
^d now both heroes their broad falchions drew; 
in flaming circles round their heads they flew : 
3ut then by heralds' voice the word was given^ 
rhe sacred ministers of earth and heaven ; 
i>iTine Talthybius, whom the Greeks employ^ 
%jid sage Ideeus on Hjfe part of Troy, 
Between the swords their peaceful sceptres rear'd ; 
Ind first Idaeus' awful roice was heard. 

* Forbear, my sons ! your further force to prove. 
Both dear to men, and both beloved of Jove. 
To either host your matchless worth is known, 
Bach sounds your praise, and war is all your own. 
But now the night extends her awfiil shade; 
rhe goddess parts you : be the night obey'd.' 

To whom great Ajax his high soul expressed, 
O sage ! to Hector be these words addressed. 

76. B 
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Let him, who first provoked our chiefs to fight, 
Let him demand the sanction of the nig^t; 
If first he ask it, I content obey. 
And cease the strife when Hector shows the way.' 

' O first of Greeks ! (his noble foe rejoin'd) 
Whom Heayen adorns, superior to thy kind, 
With strength of body, and with worth of nmd! 
Now martial law commands us to forbear; 
Hereafter we shall meet in glorious war. 
Some future day shall lengthen out the strife, 
And let the gods decide of death or life ! 
Since then the Night extends her gloomy ih^ 
And Heaven enjoins it, be the Night obey'd. 
Return, brave Ajax, to thy Grecian friends. 
And joy the nations whom thy arm defends; 
As I shall glad each chief, and Trojan wife, 
Who wearies Heaven with vows for Hector's life* 
But let us, on this memorable day, [say, 

Exchange some gift; that Greece and Troy may 
* Not hate, but glory, made these chiefs contend; 
And each brave foe was in his soul a friend.' 

With that, a sword with stars of silver graced, 
The baldrick studded, and the sheath encluufdi 
He gave the Greek. The g^erous Greek bestow d 
A radiant belt that rich with purple glow'd. 
Then with majestic grace they quit the plain; 
This seeks the Grecian, that the Phrygian tim 

The Trojan bands returning Hector wait, 
And hail with joy the champion of their state : . 
Escaped great Ajax, they surveyed him round, 
Alive, unharm'd, and vigorous from his wound. 
To Troy's high gates the godlike man they bear, 
Their present triumph, as their late despair. 

But Ajax, glorying in his hai^y deed. 
The well-arm'd Greeks, to ^^gdXGL€aaLQ\L\«^ 
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steer for sacrifice the king designed, 

full five years, and of the nobler kind. 

B victim falls ; they strip the smoking hide^ 

i beast they quarter, and the joints divide ; 

m spread Uie tables, the repast prepare, 

3h takes his seat, and each receives his share. 

} king himself (an honorary sign) 

ore great Ajax placed the mighty chine. 

len now the rage of hunger was removed ; 

itoT, in each persuasive art approved, 

I sage whose counsels long had sway'dthe rest, 

i^ords like these his prudent thought express'd— 

How dear, O kings ! this fatal day has cost ! 

lat Greeks are perish'd ! what a people lost ! 

lat tides of blood have drench'd Scamander's 

shore ! 
at crowds of heroes sunk, to rise no more ! 
iU hear me, chief ! nor let the morrow's light 
ake thy squadrons to new toils of fight : 
le space at least permit the war to breathe, 
lile we to flames our slaughtered friends be- 
queath, 
m the red field their scattered bodies bear, 
d nigh the fleet a funeral structure rear ; 
decent urns their snowy bones may keep, 
d pious children o'er their ashes weep, 
re, where on one promiscuous pile they blazed, 
rb. o'er them all a general tomb be raised, 
xt, to secure our camp and naval powers, 
ise an embattled wall, with lofty towers ; 
»m space to space be ample gates around, 
r passing chariots ; and a trench profound. 
Greece to combat shall in safety go, 
»r fear the fierce incursions of the foe.' 
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Let him, who £rst provoked our chiefs to fight, 
Let him demand the sanction of the night ; 
If first he ask it, I content obey. 
And cease the strife when Hector shows the way.' 

' O first of Greeks ! (his noble foe rejoin'd) 
Whom Heaven adorns, superior to thy kind, 
With strength of body, and with worth of mind! 
Now martial law commands us to forbear; 
Hereafter we shall meet in glorious war. 
Some future day shall lengthen out the strife. 
And let the gods decide of death or life ! 
Since then the Night extends her gloomy shade, 
And Heaven enjoins it, be the Night obey'd. 
Return, brave Ajax, to thy Grecian friends. 
And joy the nations whom thy arm defends ; 
As I shall glad each chief, and Trojan wife. 
Who wearies Heaven with vows for Hector's life. 
But let us, on this memorable day, [say. 

Exchange some gift; that Greece and Troy may 
' Not hate, but glory, made these chiefs contend; 
And each brave foe was in his soul a friend.' 

With that, a sword with stars of silver graced, 
The baldrick studded, and the sheath encha3|id, 
He gave the Greek. The generous Greek bestowd 
A radiant belt that rich with purple glow'd. 
Then with majestic grace they quit the plain ; 
This seeks the Grecian, that the Phrygian train. 

The Trojan bands returning Hector wait. 
And hail with joy the champion of their state : . 
Escaped great Ajax, they surveyed him round. 
Alive, unharm'd, and vigorous from his wound. 
To Troy's high gates the godlike man they bear, 
Their present triumph, as their late despair. 

But Ajax, glorying in his har/iy deed. 
The well-arm'd Greeks^ to Agamemnon lead. 
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A steer for sacrifice the king design'd. 
Of full five years, and of the nobler kind. 
The victim fedls ; they strip the smoking hide. 
The beast they quarter, and the joints divide ; 
Then spread the tables, the repast prepare, 
£ach takes his seat, and each receives his share. 
The king himself (an honorary sign) 
Before great Ajax placed the mighty chine. 
When now the rage of hunger was removed ; 
Nestor, in each persuasive art approved. 
The sage whose counsels long had sway'd the rest. 
In words like these his prudent thought express'd— 
* How dear, O kings ! this fatal day has cost! 
What Greeks are perish'd ! what a people lost ! 
What tides of blood have drench'd Scamander's 

shore! 
What crowds of heroes sunk, to rise no more ! 
Then hear me, chief ! nor let the morrow's light 
Awake thy squadrons to new toils of fight : 
Some space at least permit the war to breathe, 
While we to flames our slaughtered friends be- 
queath. 
From the red field their scatter'd bodies bear. 
And nigh the fleet a funeral structure rear ; 
So decent urns their snowy bones may keep, 
And pious children o'er their ashes weep. 
Here, where on one promiscuous pile they blazed. 
High o'er them all a general tomb be raised. 
Next, to secure our camp and naval powers, 
Raise an embattled wall, with lofty towers ; 
From space to space be ample gates around. 
For passing chariots ; and a trench profound. 
So Greece to combat shall in safety go. 
Nor fear the fierce incursions of the foe/ 
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Twas thus the sage his wholesome counsel moyed, 
The sceptred kings of Greece his words approved. 
Meanwhile, convened at Priam's palace-gate. 
The Trojan peers in nightly council sat; 
A senate void of order, as of choice ; 
Their hearts were fearful, and confused their Yoice; 
Antenor, rising, thus demands their ear — 
* Ye Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliars, hear ! 
^is Heaven the counsel of my breast inspires, 
And I but move what every god requires ; 
Let Sparta's treasures be this hour restored, 
And Argive Helen own her ancient lord. 
The ties of faith, the sworn alliance, broke^ 
Our impious battles the just gods provoke, 
As this advice ye practise, or reject. 
So hope success, or dread the dire effect.' 

The senior spoke, and sat. To whom replied 
The graceful husband of the Spartan bride : 
' Cold counsels, Trojan, may become thy yean, 
But sound ungrateful in a warrior's ears : 
Old man, if void of fallacy or art. 
Thy words express the purpose of thy heart, 
Thou, in thy time, more sound advice hast given; 
But wisdom has its date, assign'd by Heaven. 
Then hear me, princes of the Trojan name ! 
Their treasures I'll restore, but not the dame ; 
My treasures too, for peace I will resign ; 
But be this bright possession ever mine.' 

^was then, the growing discord to compose, 
Slow from his seat the reverend Priam rose : 
His godlike aspect deep attention drew : 
He paused, and these pacific words ensue. 

* Ye Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliar bands ! 
Now take refreshment as the hour demands : 



B. VII. THE ILIAD. 187 

Nor less the Greeks their pious sorrows shed. 
And decent on the pile dispose the dead ; 
The cold remains consume with equal care ; 
And slowly, sadly, to their fleet repair. [light 
Now, ere the morn had streak'd with reddening 
The doubtful confines of the day and night. 
About the dying flames the Greeks appeared. 
And round the pile a general tomb they rear'd. 
Then, to secure the camp and naval powers. 
They raised embattled walls with lofty towers : 
From space to space were ample gates around. 
For passing chariots, and a trench profound 
Of large extent ; and, deep in earth below. 
Strong piles infix'd stood adverse to the foe. 

So toil'd the Greeks : meanwhile the gods above. 
In shining circle round their father Jove, 
Amazed beheld the wondrous works of man : 
Then he, whose trident shakes the earth, began. 
* What mortals henceforth shall our power adore. 
Our fanes frequent, our oracles implore. 
If the proud Grecians thus successful boast 
Their rising bulwarks on the sea-beat coast ? 
See the long walls extending to the main. 
No god consulted, and no victim slain ! 
Their fane shall fill the world's remotest ends. 
Wide as the morn her golden beam extends ; 
While old Laomedon's divine abodes. 
Those radiant structures raised by labouring gods. 
Shall, razed and lost, in long oblivion sleep.' 
Thus spoke the hoary monarch of the deep. 

The' almighty thunderer with a frown replies, 
That clouds the world, and blackens half the skies. 
* Strong god of ocean ! thou, whose rage can make 
The solid earth's eternal basis shake ! 
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What cause of fear from mortal works could move 
nrhe meanest subject of our realms above ? 
Where'er the Sun's refulgent rays are cast, 
Thy power is honour'd, and thy fame shall last 
But yon proud work no future age shall view, 
No trace remain where once the glory grew. 
The sapp'd foundations by thy force shall fall, 
And, whelm'd beneath thy waves, drop the huge 

wall: 
Vast drifts of sand shall change the former shore; 
The ruin vanish, and the name no more.'' 

Thus they in heaven : while, o'er the Grecian 
The rolling Sun descending to the main [traio, 
Beheld the finish'd work. Their bulls they slew : 
Black from the tents the savoury vapour flew. 
And now the fleet, anived from Lemnos' strands, 
With Bacchus' blessings cheer'd the generous 
Of fragrant wines the rich Eunaeus sent [bands. 
A thousand measures to the royal lent. 
(Eunaeus, whom Hypsipyl^ of yore 
To Jason, shepherd of his people, bore); 
The rest they purchased at their proper cost, 
And well the plenteous freight supplied the host: 
Each, in exchange, proportion'd treasures gave: 
Some brass, or iron ; some, an ox, or slave. 
All night they feast, the Greek and Trojan powers ; 
Those on the fields, and these within their towers. 
But Jove averse the signs of wrath display'd. 
And shot red lightnings through the gloomy shade : 
Humbled they stood ; pale horror seized on all, 
While the deep thunder shook the' aerial hall. 
Each pour'd to Jove before the bowl was crown'd; 
And large libations drench'd the thirsty ground: 
Then late, refresh'd with sleep from toils of fight, 
Enjoy'd the balmy blessings of the night. 
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BOOK VIII. 



ND BATTLE, AND THE DISTRESS OF THE GREEKS. 

sembles a coancil of the deities, and threatens 
tb the paios of Tartarus if thej aMsist either side ; 
only obtains of him that hhe may direct the 
3jr her coansels. The armies join battle : Japiter 
t Ida weighs in his balances the fates of both, and 
the Greeks with hiH thunders and lightnings. Nestor 
ntinacii in the field, in g^eat danger : Diomed re- 
m ; whose exp^its, and those of Hector, are ex- 
described. Juno endeavours to animate Neptune 
isistance of the Greeks, but in vain. The acts of 
who i.H at length wounded bj Hector and carried 
no and Minerva prepare to aid the Grecians, bat 
ained by Iris, sent from Jupiter. The night pnta 
the battle. Hector continues in the tield (th« 
>eing driven to their fortification before the ships), 
s orders to keep the watch ail night in the camp, 
nt the enemy from reembarking and escaping bj 
They kindle fires through all the field, and past 
t under arms. 

ime of seven and twenty days is employed from 
ling of the poem to the end of this l>ook. The 
re (except of the celestial machines) lies in the 
ard the sea-shore. 



L now, fair daughter of the dawn, 
I with rosy light the dewy lawn ; 
»ve convened the senate of the skies, 
igh Olympus' cloudy tops arise, 
of gods his awful silence broke ; 
ens attentive trembled as he spoke, 
itial states, immortal gods ! give ear, 
' decree, and reverence what ye hear ; 
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The fix'd decree which not all heaven can move; 
Thou, Fate! fulfil it: and, ye powers! approve! 
What god but enters yon forbidden field, 
Who yields assistance, or but wills to yield, 
Back to the skies with shame he shall be driyen, 
Gash'd with dishonest wounds, the scorn of 

Heaven ; 
Or far, O far, from steep Olympus tlirown, 
Low in the dark Tartarean gulf shall groan, 
With burning chains fix'd to the brazen floors, 
And lock'd by hell's inexorable doors ; 
As deep beneath the' infernal centre hurl'd, 
As from that centre to the':|(etherial world. 
Let him who tempts me, dread those dire abodes; 
And know, the' Almighty is the God of gods. 
League all your forces then, ye powers above, 
Join all, and try the' omnipotence of Jove : 
Let down our golden everlasting chain^ 
Whose strong embrace holds heaven, and earth, 

and main : 
Strive all, of mortal and immortal birlli. 
To drag, by this, the thunderer down to earth: 
Ye strive in vain ! If 1 but stretch this hand, 
I heave the gods, the ocean, and the land ; 
I fix the chain to great Olympus' height. 
And the vast world hangs trembling in my sight! 
For such I reign, unbounded and above ; 
And such are men and gods, compared to Jove.' 
The' Almighty spoke, nor durst the powers reply, 
A reverend horror silenced all the sky ; 
Trembling they stood before their sovereign's look 
At length his best-beloved, the power of wisdom 

spoke. 
* O first and greatest ! God, by gods adored 
We own thy might, our father and our lord ! 
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iuty ah I pennit to pity human state : 
: not to li^lp^ at least lament their fate, 
rem fields forbidden we submiss refrain » 
Tith arms unaiding mourn our Argives slain ; 
^etgrantmy counsels still their breasts may move, 
^r all must peifish in the wrath of Jove.' 
The cloud-compelling Jove her suit approved, 
md smiled superior on his best-belov^d. 
hen call'd his coursers, and his chariot took ; 
he steadfast firmament beneath them shook : 
Lapp'd by the' etherial steeds the chariot rolled ; 
»rass were their hoofs, their curling manes of gold, 
f heaven's undrossy gold the god's array, 
Refulgent, flash'd intolerable day. 
[igh on the throne he shines : his coursers fiy 
etween the' extended earth and starry sky. 
ut when to Ida's topmost height he came, 
''air nurse of fountains and of savage game) 
Hbere o'er her pointed summits proudly raised, 
is fane breathed odours, and his altars blazed : 
lere, from his radiant car, the sacred sire 
f gods and men, released the steeds of fire : 
lue ambient mists the' inunortal steeds embraced ; 
igh on the cloudy point his seat he placed ; 
lence his broad eye the subject world surveys, 
le town, and tents, and navigable seas. 
Now had the Grecians snatch'd a short repast, 
nd buckled on their shining arms with haste, 
oy roused as soon ; for on this dreadfrd day 
le fate of fathers, wives, and infants, lay. 
le gates unfolding pour forth all their train ; 
[uadrons on squadrons cloud the dusky plain : 
en, steeds, and chariots, shake the trembling 

ground; 
ie tumult thickens, and the skies resound. 
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And now *ith shouts the shocking onnies closed. 
To lances lances, shields to shields opposed, 
Host against host with shadowy legions drewi 
Hie sounding darts in iron tempests flew ; 
Victors and vanquish 'd join promiscuous criesi 
Triumphant shouts and dying groans arise; 
With streaming blood the slippery fields are dyed, 
And slaughter'd heroes swell the dreadful tide. 
Long as the morning beams increasing bright 
O'er heaven's clear azure spread die sacred lig^ 
Commutual death the fate of war confounds, 
£ach adverse ba nle g ored itith equal wounds. 
But when th^-Si^^gSdght of heaven ascendi, 
The sire of^f^snit go4|HfB scales suspends 
With equalGland,fun. tli^\explored the fete 
Of GreecQ dpdTwv^vd pn?s>d the mighty weight 
Press'd n^ilbits toad, ihe ft recian balance lies 
Low sunk (Mf cvrtil, the Tp6jan strikes the skiea; 
Then .love fr(»a..7dSr^6J^ his horrors spreads; 
Th« clouds burst dreadful o'er the Grecian heads; 
Thicklightnings flash; themuttering thunder rails; 
Their strength he withers, and uumans their sonb. 
Before his wrath the trembling hosts retire; 
The god in terrors, and Ihe skies on fire. 
Nor great Idomeneus that sight could bear, 
Nor each stern Ajax, thunderbolts of war: 
Nor he, the king of men, the' alarm sustain'd; 
Nestor alone amidst the storm remain'd. 
Unwilling he remain'd, for Paris' dart 
Had pierced his courser in a mortal part; 
Pix'd in the forehead, where the springing maiM 
Curl'd o'er the brow, it stung him to the brain; 
Mad with his anguish, he begins to rear. 
Paw with his hoofs aloft, and lash the air. 
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ence had liis Mchion cut the reins, and freed 
W eaeiiBber'd chariot from the dying steed, 
Hmb dreadful Hector, thundering through tho 
^omr'd to the tumult on his whirling car. [war, 
lialdmy had stretched beneath his matchless hand 
lie hoary monarch of the Pylian band, 
tat Dioned beheld ; from forth the crowd 
le ntth'd, and on Ulysses call'd aloud. 

' Whither, oh whither does Ulysses run ? 
^h, flight unwdrthy great Laertes' son ! 
fix'd with the vulgar shall thy fate be found. 
Weed in the back, a vile, dishonest wound f 
% torn and save from Hector's direful rage 
lie glory of the Greeks, the Pylian sago.* 
lis friiidess words are lost unheard in air, 
riyases seeks the ships ^ and shelters thoro. 
tot bold Tydides to the rescue goes, 
L single warrior midst a host of foes ; 
(efore the coursers with a sudden spring 
te leap'd, and anxious thus bespoke i\w kiuf);'^"' 

* Great perils, father ! wait the' unequal fight; 
hese younger champions will oppress thy might. 
Iiy veins no more with ancient vigour glow, 
Veak is thy servant, and thy coursers slow. 
lien haste, ascend my seat, and from the car 
Observe the steeds of Tros, renown'd in war, 
Practised alike to turn, to stop, to chase, 
'o dare the fight, or urge the rapid race : 
liese late obey'd Eneas' guiding rein ; 
leave thou thy chariot to our faithful train : 
Fith these against yon Trojans will we go, 
for shall great Hector want an equal foe ; 
'ierce as he is, e'en he may learn to fear 
lie thirsty fury of my flying spear.' 

76. s 
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Thus said the chief; and Nestor, skill'd in wi 
Approves his counsel, and ascends the car : 
The steeds he left, their trusty servants hdd; 
Eurymedon, and Sthenelus the bold : 
The reverend charioteer directs the course, 
And strains his aged arm to lash the horse. 
Hector they face ; unknowing how to fear. 
Fierce he drove on ; Tydides whirl'd his speai 
The spear with erring haste mistook its way, 
But plunged in Eniopeus' bosom lay. 
His opening hand in death forsakes the rein ; 
The steeds fly back ; he falls, and spurns the plaii 
Great Hector sorrows for his servant kill'd. 
Yet unrevenged permits to press the field ; 
Till, to supply his place, and rule the car. 
Rose Archeptolemus, the fierce in war. 
And now had death and horror cover'd all; 
Like timorous flocks the Trojans in their waU 
Enclosed had bled ; but Jove with awful soui 
Roird the big thunder o'er the vast profound : 
Full in Tydides' face the lightning flew ; 
The ground before him flamed with sulphur bin 
The quivering steeds fell prostrate at the sighi 
And Nestor's trembling hand confess'd his frig] 
-He dropp'd the reins ; and, shook with sacr 

dread. 
Thus, turning, warn'd the' intrepid Diomed — 

* O chief! too daring in thy friend's defenc 
Retire advised, and urge the chariot hence. 
This day, averse, the sovereign of the skies 
Assists great Hector, and our palm denies. 
Some other Sun may see the happier hour, 
WhenGreece shall conquer by his heavenly pow< 
'Tis not in man his fix'd decree to move : 
The great will glory to submit to Jove.* 
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' O reverend prince ! (Tydides thus replies) 
Thj years are awful, and diy words are wise. 
Bat ah, what grief ! should haughty Hector boast, 
[ fled inglorious to the guarded coast. 
Before that dire disgrace shall blast my fame, 
)'erwhelm me, earth ; and hide a w arrior 's shame ! ' 
^o whom Gerenian Nestor thus replied — 
Gods ! can thy courage fear the Phrygian's pride ? 
lector may vaunt, but who shall heed the boast 7 
fot those who felt thy arm, the Dardan host, 
for Troy, yet bleeding in her heroes lost ; 
Tot e'en a Phrygian dame,who dreads the sword 
hat laid in dust her loved, lamented lord.' 
[e said, and, hasty, o'er the gasping throng 
hives the swift steeds ; the chariot smokes along ; 
he shouts of Trojans thicken in the wind ; 
he storm of hissing javelins pours behind. 
heB vrith a voice that shakes the solid skies, 
^leased,. Hector braves the warrior as he flies. 
Go, mighty hero ! graced above the rest 
1 seats of council' and the sumptuous feast : 
Fonr hope no more those honours from thy train ; 
ro, less than woman, in the form of man ! 
o scale our walls, to wrap our towers in flames, 
o lead in exile the fair Phrygian dames, [fled; 
hy once proud hopes, presumptuous prince ! are 
his arm shall reach thy heart, and stretch thee 
dead.' 

Now fears dissuade him, and now hopes invite, 
'o stop his coursers, and to stand the fight ; 
lirice tum'd the chief, and thrice imperial Jove 
In Ida's summits thunder'd from above, 
rreat Hector heard ; he saw the flashing light, 
rhe sign of cmiquest) and thus urged the fight. 



196 THE I^LIAD. B. VIII. 

* Hear, every Trojan, Lycian, Dardan band, 
All famed in war, and dreadful hand to hand. 
Be mindful of the wreaths your arms have won, 
Your great forefathers' glories, and your own. 
Heard ye the voice of Jove ? Success and fame 
Await on Troy, on Greece eternal shame. 
In vain they skulk behind their boasted waU, 
Weak bulwarks ! destined by this arm to fall. 
High o'er their slighted trench our steeds shall 

bound ; 
And pass victorious o'er the level'd mound. 
Soon as before yon hollow ships we stand. 
Fight each with flames, and toss the blazingbraad; 
Till, their proud navy wrapp'd in smoke and fires, 
All Greece, encompass'd, in one blaze expres.' 

Furious he said ; then bending o er the yoke. 
Encouraged his proud steeds, while thus he spoke : 
' Now,Xanthus, ^thon, Lampus ! urge the chase, 
And thou, Podargus ! prove thy generous race; 
Be fleet, be fearless, this important day. 
And all your master's well-spent care repay. 
For this, high-fed, in plenteous stalls ye stand, 
Served with pure wheat, and by a princess' hand ; 
For this my spouse, of great Action's line. 
So oft has steep'dthe strengthening grain in wine. 
Now swift pursue, now thunder uncontrol'd; 
Give me to seize rich Nestor's shield of gold ; 
From Tydeus' shoulders strip the costly load, 
Yulcanian arms, the labour of a god : 
These if we gain, then victory, ye powers ! 
This night, this glorious night, the fleet is ours!' 

That heard, deep anguish stung Satumia's sod; 
She shook her throne that shook the stanypole: 
And thus toNeptune : 'Thou,whose force can mak« 
The steadfast Earth from her foundations sbaket 
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Seest thou the Greeks by fates unjust oppressed, 
Nor swells thy heart in that immortal breast ? 
Yet Mgsd, Helic^, thy power obey. 
And gifts unceasing on thine altars lay. 
Would all the deities of Greece combine^ 
In vain the gloomy thunderer might repine : 
Sole should he sit, with scarce a god to friend, 
And see his Trojans to the shades descend : 
Such be the scene from his Idaean bower ; 
Ungrateful prospect to the sullen power !' 
Neptune with wrath rejects the rash design : 

* What rage,what madness, furious queen ! is thine ? 
I war not with the highest. All above 
Submit and tremble at the hand of Jove.' 

Now godlike Hector, to whose matchless might 
Jove gave the glory of the destined fight. 
Squadrons on squadrons drives, and fills the fields 
With close-ranged chariots, and with thicken'd 

shields. 
Where the deep trench in length extended lay, 
Compacted troops stand wedged in firm array, 
A dreadful front ! they shake the brands,and threat 
With long-destroying fiames the hostile fleet. 
The king of men, by Juno's self inspired, 
Toil*d through the tents, and all his army fired. 
Swift as he moved, he lifted in his hand 
His purple robe, bright ensign of commapd. 
High on the midmost bark the king appear'd : 
There, from Ulysses' deck, his voice was heard : 
To Ajax and Achilles reach'd the sound. 
Whose distant ships the guarded navy bound. 

* O Ar^es ! shame of human race (he cried ; 
The hollow vessels to his voice replied) : 
Where now are all your glorious boasts of yore. 
Your hasty triumphs on the Lemnian shore ? 

s2 
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Each fearless hero dares a hundred foes. 
While the feast lasts, and while the goblet flows 
But who to meet one martial man is found, 
When the fight rages, and the flames surround 
Oh mighty Jove ! oh sire of the distress'd ! 
Was ever 'king like me, like me oppress'd? 
With power immense, with justice arm'd in vaii 
My glory ravish'd, and my people slain ! 
To thee my vows were breathed from every shon 
What altar smoked not with our victims' gore 
With fat of bulls I fed the constant flame. 
And ask'd destruction to the Trojan name. 
Now, gracious god! far humbler our demand; 
Give these at least to scape from Hector's ham 
And save the relics of the Grecian land !' 
Thus pray'd the king, and heaven's great t 
ther heard 
His vows, in bitterness of soul preferr'd ; 
The wrath appeased, by happy signs, declares 
And gives the people to their monarch's prayei 
His eagle, sacred bird of heaven ! he sent, 
A fawn his talons truss'd (divine portent I), 
High o'er the wondering hosts he soar'd aboi 
Who paid their vows to Panomphaean Jove ; 
Then let the prey before his altar fall ; 
The Greeks beheld, and transport seized on a 
Encouraged by the sign, the troops revive. 
And fierce on Troy with doubled fury drive. 
Tydides first, of all the Grecian force. 
O'er the broad ditch impelled his foaming hors 
Pierced the deep ranks, their strongest battle toi 
And dyed his javelin red with Trojan gorei. 
Young Agelaiis, (Phradmon was his sire) 
With flying coursers shunn'd his dreadful ire : 
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Struck through the back^ the Phrygian fell op- 

press'd ; 
rhe dart drove on^ and issued at his breast : 
Headlong he quits the car ; his arms resound ; 
His ponderous buckler thunders on the ground. 
Forth rush a tide of Greeks^ the passage freed ; 
The* Atridas first, the' Ajaces next succeed : 
Merion^s, like Mars in arms renown'd. 
And godlike Idomen, now pass'd the mound; 
Evaemon's son next issues to the foe. 
And last, young Teucer, with his bended bow. 
Secure behind the Telamonian shield 
The skilful archer wide surveyed the field. 
With every shaft some hostile victim slew. 
Then close beneath the sevenfold orb withdrew: 
The conscious infant so, when fear alarms, 
Retires for safety to the mother's arms. 
Thus Ajax guards his brother in the field. 
Moves as he moves, and turns the shining shield. 
Who first by Teuoer-s mortal arrows bled ? 
Orsilochus ; then fell Ormenus dead : 
The godlike Lycophon next press'd the plun. 
With Chromius, Dastor, Ophelestes slain : 
Bold Hamopaon breathless sunk to ground ; 
The bloody pile great Melanippus crown'd. 
Heaps fell on heaps, sad trophies of his art, 
A Trojan ghost attending every dart. 
Great Agamemnon views with joyful eye 
The ranks grow thinner, as his arrows fiy : 
' O youth for ever dear ! (the monarch cried) 
Thus, always thus, thy early worth be tried; 
Thy brave example shall retrieve our host. 
Thy country's savioun and thy father's boast! ' 
Sprung from an alien's bed thy sire to grace. 
The vigorous ofiBpring of a stolen embrace; 
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Proud of his boy, he own'd the generous flame, 
And the brave son repays his cares with &me. 
Now hear a monarch's vow : If heaven's high 

powers 
Give me to raze Troy's long-defended towers; 
Whatever treasures Greece for me design, 
The next rich honorary gift be thine : 
Some golden tripod, or distinguish'd car. 
With coursers dreadful in the ranks of war ; 
Or some fair captive, whom thy eyes approve, 
Shall recompense the warrior's toils with love.' 

To this the chief — * With praise the rest inspire, 
Nor urge a soul already fill'd with fire. 
What strength 1 have, be now in battle tried, 
Till every shaft in Phrygian blood be dyed. 
Since rallying from our wall we forced the foe, 
Still aim'd at Hector have I bent my bow ; 
Eight forky arrows from this hand have fled, 
And eight bold heroes by their points lie dead : 
But sure some god denies me to destroy 
This fury of the field, this dog of Troy.' [flies 

He said, and twang'd the string. The weapon 
At Hector's breast, and sings along the skies : 
He miss'd the mark ; but piercedGorgythio's heart, 
And drench'd in royal blood the thirsty dart. 
(Fair Castianira, nymph of form divine. 
This offspring added to king Priam's line) 
As full-blown poppies, overcharged with rain. 
Decline the head, and drooping kiss the plain ; 
So sinks the youth : his beauteous head depress'd 
Beneath his helmet, drops upon his brieast. 
Another shaft the raging archer drew : 
That other shaft with erring fury flew, 
(From Hector, Phcebus tum'd the flying wound) 
Yet fell not dry or guiltless to the groand : 
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\ky breast, brave Archeptolemus ! it tore, 
nd dipp'd its feathers in no vulgar gore. 
!eadlong he falls : his sudden fall alarms 
le steeds, that startle at his sounding arms, 
ector with grief his charioteer beheld 
11 pale and breathless on the sanguine field : 
len bids Cebriones direct the rein, 
uits his bright car, and issues on the plain, 
readful he shouts : from earth a stone he took, 
ad rush'd on Teucer with the lifted rock. 
le youth already strain'd the forceful yew ; 
le shaft already to his shoulder drew ; 
18 feather in his hand, just wing'd for flight, 
>uch'd where the neck and hollow chest unite : 
lere, where the juncture knits the channel bone, 
le furious chief discharged the craggy stone : 
18 bow-string burst beneath the ponderous blow, 
ad his numb'd hand dismiss'd his useless bow. 
e fell : but Ajax his broad shield display 'd, 
nd screen'd his brother with the migh^ shade ; 
11 great Alastor, and Mecistheus,«bore 
16 batter'd archer groaning to the shore. 
Troy yet found grace before the' Olympian sire, 
e arm'd their hands, and fill'd their breasts with 

fire, 
tie Greeks, repulsed, retreat behind their wall, 
r in the trench on heaps confusedly fall. 
irst of the foe, great Hector march'd along, 
^ith terror clothed, and more than mortal strong. 
s the bold hound, that gives the lion chase, 
^ith beating bosom, and with eager pace, 
[angs on his haunch, or fastens on his heels, 
uards as he turns, and circles as he wheels ; 
bus oft the Grecians tum'd, but still they flew ; 
hus following, Hector still the hindmost slew. 



202 THE ILIAD. B. YIII. 

When flying they had pass'd the trench profound, 
And many a chief lay gasping on the ground ; 
Before the ships a desperate stand they made, 
And fired the troops, and call'd the gods to aid. 
Fierce on his rattling chariot Hector came; 
His eyes like Gorgon shot a sanguine flame 
That wither'd all their host : like Mars he stood; 
Dire as the monster, dreadful as the god ! 
Their strong distress the wife of Jove surveyed; 
Then pensive thus, to war's triumphant maid— 

' O daughter of that god, whose arm can wield 
The' avenging bolt, and shake the sable shield ! 
Now, in this moment of her last despair. 
Shall wretched Greece no more confess our care, 
Condemn'd to suffer the full force of Fate, 
And drain the dregs of Heaven's relentless hate? 
Gods ! shall one raging hand thus level all? 
What numbers fell ! what numbers yet shall fSdl! 
What power divine shall Hector's wrath assnage? 
Still swells the slaughter, and still grows the rage !' 

So spake the' imperial regent of the skies ; 
To whom the goddess with the azure eyes — 
' Long since had Hector stain'd these fields 

"with gore, 
Stretch'd by some Argive on his native shore; 
But he above, the sire of heaven, withstands. 
Mocks our attempts, and slights our just demands; 
The stubborn god, inflexible and hard, 
Forgets my service, and deserved reward : 
Saved I, for this, his favourite son distress'd. 
By stem Eurystheus with long labours press'd? 
Hebegg'd, with tears he begg'd, in deep dismay; 
I shot from heaven, and gave his arm the day. 
Oh had my wisdom known this dire event. 
When to grim Pluto's gloomy gates he went; 
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The triple dog had never felt his chain, 

N^or Styx been cross'd, nor hell explored in vain. 

Averse to me of all his heaven of gods, 

^t Thetis' suit the partial Thunderer nods ; 

To grace her gloomy, fierce, resenting son, 

IVf y hopes are frustrate, and my Greeks undone. 

Some future day, perhaps, he may be moved, 

To call his blue-eyed maid his best-beloved. 

Haste, launch thy chariot, through yon ranks to 

ride; 
E^yself will arm, and thunder at thy side, 
rhen, goddess ! say, shall Hector glory then ? 
[That terror of the Greeks, that man of men) 
Wlien Juno's self, and Pallas shall appear. 
All dreadful in the crimson walks of war ! 
That mighty Trojan then, on yonder shore, 
Expuing, pale, and terrible no more. 
Shall feast the fowls, and glut the dogs with gore !' 
She ceased, and Juno rein'd the steeds with care : 
(Heaven's awful empress, Saturn's other heir) 
Pallas, meanwhile, her various veil unbound. 
With flowers adom'd,with art immortal crown'd ; 
The radiant robe her sacred fingers wove 
Floats in rich waves, and spreads the court of Jove. 
Her father's arms her mighty limbs invest, 
His cuirass blazes on her ample breast. 
The vigorous power the trembling car ascends : 
Shook by her arm, the massy javelin bends ; 
Huge, ponderous,strong ! that when her fiiry burns 
Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hosts o'erturns. 

Satumia lends the lash ; the coursers fly ; 
Smooth glides the chariot through the liquid sky. 
Heaven's gates spontaneous open to the powers. 
Heaven's golden gates, keptby the winged Hours. 
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Commissioned in alternate watch diey stand, 
The Sun's bright portals and the skies conmiaiid; 
Close, or unfold, the eternal gates of day. 
Bar heaven with clouds, or roll those clouds away. 
The sounding hinges ring, the clouds divide : 
Prone down the steep of heaven their course 

they guide. 
But Jove, incensed, from Ida's top surveyed. 
And thus enjoin'd the many-colour'd maid. 

' Thaumantia ! mount the winds, and stop 
their car; 
Against the highest who shall wage the war ? 
If furious yet they dare the vain debate. 
Thus have I spoke, and what I speak is Fate: 
Their coursers crush'd beneath the wheels shall lie, 
Their ccur in fragments scattered o'er the sky; 
My lightning these rebellious shall confound. 
And hurl them flaming, headlong, to the ground, 
Condenm'd for ten revolving years to weep 
The wounds impress'd by burning thunder deep. 
So shall Minerva learn to fear our ire. 
Nor dare to combat hers and Nature's sire. 
For Juno, headstrong and imperious still. 
She claims some title to transgress our will.' 

Swift as the wind, the various-colour'd msid 
From Ida's top her golden wings display'd; 
To great Olympus' shining gates she flies. 
There meets the chariot rushing down the skie^, 
Restrains their progress from the bright abodes, 
And speaks the mandate of the sire of gods. 

' What frenzy, goddesses ! what rage can mofe 
Celestial minds to tempt the wrath of Jove ? 
Desist, obedient to his high command ; 
This is his word ; and know his word shall stand : 
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is lightning your rebellion shall confound^ 
ad hurl ye headlong, flaming, to the ground ; 
our horses crush'd beneath the wheels shall lie, 
our car in fragments scatter'd o'er the sky ; 
ourselves condemn'd ten rolling years to weep 
le wounds impress'd by burning thunder deep. 
» shall Minerva learn to fear his ire, 
or dare to combat hers and Nature's sire. 
>r Juno, headstrong and imperious still, 
le claims some title to transgress his will : 
it thee, what desperate insolence has driven 
» lift thy lance against the king of heaven V 
Then, mounting on the pinions of the wind, 
le flew ; and Juno thus her rage resign'd : 
' O daughter of that god whose arm can wield 
le' avenging bolt,and shake the dreadful shield ! 
3 more let beings of superior birth 
intend with Jove for this low race of earth ; 
iumphant now, now miserably slain, 
ley breathe or perish as the Fates ordain : 
it Jove's high counsels full effect shall find ; 
id, ever constant, ever rule mankind.' [light, 
She spoke, and backward turn'd her steeds of 
Lom'd with manes of gold, and heavenly bright. 
e Hours unloosed them, panting as they stood, 
id heap'd their mangers with ambrosial food, 
ere tied, they rest in high celestial stalls ; 
e chariot propp'd against the crystal wails. 
e pensive goddesses, abash'd, control'd, 
X with the gods, and fill their seats of gold. 
Aind now the thunderer meditates his flight 
na Ida's summits to the' Olympian height, 
ifter than thought, the wheels instinctive fly, 
me through the vast of air, and reach the sky. 
H6. T 
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Twas Neptune's charge his coursers to iinhrace, 
And &x the car on its immortal base ; 
There stood the chariot, beaming forth its rays, 
Till with a snowy veil he screened the blaze. 
He, whose all-conscious eyes the world behold, 
The' eternal thunderer, sat throned in gold. 
High heaven the footstool of his feet he makes, 
And wide beneath him all Olympus shakes. 
Trembling afar the' offending powers af^ar'd, 
Confused and silent, for his frown they fear'd. 
He saw their soul, and thus his word imparts: 
' Pallas and Juno ! say, why heave your hearts? 
Soon was your battle o'er: proud Troy retired 
Before your face, and in your wrath expired. 
But know, whoe'er almighty power withstand ! 
Unmatch'd our force, unconquer'd is our hand : 
Who shall the sovereign of the skies control ? 
Not all the gods that crown the starry pole. 
Your hearts shall tremble, if our arms we take, 
And each immortal nerve with horror shake. 
For thus I speak, and what I speak shall stand: 
What power soe'er provokes our lifted hand. 
On this our hill no more shall hold his place ; 
Cut off, and exiled from the' etherial race.' 
Juno and Pallas grieving hear the doom. 
But feast their soul on Ilion's woes to come. 
Though secret anger swell'd Minerva's breast. 
The prudent goddess yet her wrath repress'd ; 
But Juno, impotent of rage, replies — 
* What hast thou said, O tyrant of the skies ! 
Strength and omnipotence invest thy throne ; 
'Tis thine to punish ; ours to grieve alone. 
For Greece we grieve, abandon'd by her fate 
To drink the dregs of thy unmeasured hate : 
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From fields forbidden we submiss refrain, 
With arms unaiding see our Argives slain ; 
Yet grant our counsels still their breasts may move. 
Lest all should perish in the rage of Jove/ 

The goddess thus ; and thus the god replies. 
Who swells the clouds, and blackens all the skies : 
' The morning Sun, awaked by loud alarms, 
Shall see the' almighty thunderer in arms. 
What heaps of Argives then shall load the plain, 
Those radiant eyes shall view, and view in vain. 
Nor shall great Hector cease the rage of fight. 
The navy fiaming, and thy Greeks in flight, 
E'en till the day when certain fates ordain 
That stem Achilles (his Patroclus slain) 
ShaU rise in vengeance, and lay waste the plain. 
For such is Fate, nor canst thou turn its course 
With all thy rage, with all thy rebel force. 
Fly, if thou wilt, to earth's remotest bound, 
WTiere on her utmost verge the seas resound ; 
Where cursed lapetus and Saturn dwell. 
Fast by the brink, within the streams of hell ; 
No Sun e'er gilds the gloomy horrors there ; 
No cheerful gales refresh the lazy air : 
There arm once more the bold Titanian band ; 
And arm in vain ; for what I will, shall stand.' 

Now deep in ocean sunk the lamp of light. 
And drew behind the cloudy veil of night : 
The conquering Trojans mourn his beams decay'd ; 
The Greeks rejoicing bless the friendly shade. 

The victors keep the field ; and Hector calls 
A martial council near the navy walls : 
These to Scamander's bank apart he led. 
Where thinly scatter'd lay the heaps of dead. 
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The' assembled chiefs, descending on the ground, 
Attend his order, and their prince surround. 
A massy spear he bore of mighty strength, 
Of full ten cubits was the lance's length ; 
The point was brass, refulgent to behold, 
Fix'd to the wood with circling rings of gold: 
The noble Hector on his lance reclined. 
And, bending forward, thus reveal'd his mind— 

* Ye valiant Trojans, with attention hear ! 
Ye Dardan bands, and generous aids, give ear! 
This day, we hoped, would wrap in conquering 

flame 
Greece with her ships, and crown our toils with 

fame. 
But darkness now, to save the cowards, falls. 
And guards them trembling in their wooden walls. 
Obey the Night, and use her pecuseful hours 
Our steeds to forage, and refresh our powers. 
Straight from the town be sheep and oxen sought, 
And strengthening bread, and generous wine be 

brought. 
Wide o'er the field, high-blazing to the sky. 
Let numerous fires the absent Sun supply. 
The flaming piles with plenteous fuel raise. 
Till the bright Morn her purple beam displays ; 
Lest, in the silence and the shades of ni^t, 
Greece on her sable ships attempt her flight 
Not unmolested let the wretches gain 
Their lofty decks, or safely cleave the main; 
Some hostile wound let every dart bestow. 
Some lasting token of the Phrygian foe, [care, 
Wounds, that long hence may ask their spouses^ 
And warn the^r children from a Trojan w^, 
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Now through the circuit of our Ilion wall 
Let sacred heralds sound the solemn call ; 
To bid the sires with hoary honours crowned. 
And beardless youths, oar battlements surround. 
Firm be the guard, while distant lie our powers^ 
And let the matrons hang with hghts the towers ; 
Lest, under covert of the midnight shade, 
The' insidious foe the naked town invade. 
Suffice, to-night, these orders to obey ; 
A nobler charge shall rouse the dawning day. 
The gods, I trust, shall give to Hector's hand 
From these detested foes to free the land. 
Who plough'd, with fates averse, the watery way ; 
For Trojan vultures a predestined prey. 
Our common safety must be now the care ; 
But soon as morning paints the fields of air, 
Sheath'd in bright arms let every troop engage, 
And the fired fleet behold the battle rage. 
Then, then shall Hector and Tydides prove 
Whose fates are heaviest in the scales of Jove. 
To-morrow's light (O haste the glorious mom !) 
Shall see his bloody spoils in triumph borne. 
With this keen javelin shall his breast be gored. 
And prostrate heroes bleed around their lord. 
Certain as this, O ! might my days endure. 
From age inglorious, and black death secure ; 
So might my life and glory know no bound, 
Like Pallas worship'd, like the Sun renown'd ! 
As the next dawn, the last they shall enjoy. 
Shall crush the Greeks, and end the woes of Troy.' 
The leader spoke. From all his host around 
Shouts of applause along the shores resound. • 
Each from the yoke the smoking steeds untied, 
And fix'd their headstalls to his chariot-side. 

T 2 
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Fat sheep and oxen fix)m the town are led, 
With generous wine, and all-sustaining bread. 
Full hecatombs lay burning on the shore ; 
The winds to heaven the curling vapours bore. 
Ungrateful offering to the' immortal powers ! 
Whose wrath hung heavy o'er the Trojan towers ; 
Nor Priam nor his sons obtain'd their grace; 
Proud Troy they hated, and her guilty race. 

The troops exulting sat in order round. 
And beaming fires illumined all the ground. 
As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night. 
O'er heaven's clear azure spreads her sacred light, 
When not a breath disturbs the deep serene, 
And not a cloud overcasts the solenm scene ; 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll. 
And stars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole, 
O'er the dark trees a yellower verdure shed. 
And tip with silver every mountain's head ; 
Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise, 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies : 
The conscious swains, rejoicing in the sight. 
Eye the blue vault, and bless the useful light 
So many flames before proud Ilion blaze. 
And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays: 
The long reflections of the distant fires 
Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the spires. 
A thousand piles the dusky horrors gild. 
And shoot a shady lustre o'er the field. 
Full fifty guards each flaming pile attend. 
Whose umber'd arms, by fits, thick flashes send: 
Loud neigh the coursers o'er their heaps of corn, 
And ardent warriors wait the rising mom. 
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BOOK IX. 



THE EMBASSY TO ACHILLES. 

Agamemnon, after the last day's defeat, proposes to tbf 
Greeks to qait the siege, and return to their country. 
Diomed opposes this, and Nestor seconds him, praising 
his wisdom and resolotion. He orders the guard to l^e 
strengthened, and a coancil sammoned to deliberate what 
measures are to be followed in this emergency. Agamem- 
non pursues this advice, and Nestor further prevails upon 
bim to send ambassadors to Achilles, in order to move him 
to a reconciliation. Ulysses and Ajax are made choice of, 
who are accompanied by old Phcenix. They make, each 
of them, very moving and pressing speeches, but are re- 
jected with roughness by Achilles, who notwithstanding 
retains Phoshix in his tent. The ambassadors return nn- 
saccessfully to the camp, and the troops betake themselyes 
to sleep. 

This book, and the next following, take up the space of 
one night, which is the twenty-seventh from the beginning 
of the poem. The scene lies on the sea-shore, the station 
of the Grecian ships. 



Thus joyful Troy maintain'd the watch of night i 
Wliile Fear/ pale comrade of inglorious Flight, 
And heaveu-bred Horror, ou the Grecian part^ 
Sat on each face, and sadden'd every heart. 
A.S from its cloudy dungeon issuing forth, 
A. double tempest of the west and north 



.^j- * 



?Hr«'lla o\-r Th« sea, trcrni Thracias froaeii skoft. 
Heaps wavos on waves, and bids rfie*.E£eaan*5 
This way and rliat the hciilini; de«p» are to»^! 
r*ui;li variuus pati sinus nra:*i<i the troubled host. 
Great A;xaiueiunon irrieved above the rest; 
!*upen«ir s«»rroMrH swtdlM bis i*ciyal breast: 
Hims**lt* his or<U»rs rci the benihis bear*. 
To hill T*) ctiuneil all the C:Jreciun peers. 
But hid hi whispers : these surround their chiBt 
In soU^mn ^aihiess, and majestic spnef. 
The kint£ amidst the moumlxii circle rose ; 
Down his wan cheek a briny torrent dows*. 
jiti silent tVmnruins, from a rock's tail head. 
In nahle streain u s w ti k^ rickling \vaters shed- 
With m«>r« ifisteV^^^ j^siet' he stood oppress ^5 
Words, nii^^ witQs^i^ift. thus bursdnsc from^BS 
breast. * ^A' -^ 
« Ye i«)iis.ot' rltaBtce*^ port^e your leader's care; 
Fellows ia sanns ^d prin4|&s oi the ui'ar L 
Of partial .K^v«r ttXTJustJi^ we complain. 
And heavenlv omcbfs Delieved in vain. 
A safe return was promLsed to our toils. 
With conquest honour'd, and enrich'd withspoils*. 
Now shameful ilis:ht alone can save the host; 
Our wealth, our people, and our s^lory lost. 
So Jove decrees, almit^hty lord of all ! 
Jove, at whose nod whole empires rise and fall 
Who shakes the feeble props of human trust, 
And towers and armies humbles to the dust. 
Haste then, for ever quit these fatal fields. 
Haste to the joys our native country yields; 
ftpread all your canvass, all your oars employ, 
Nor ho[Ki the fall of heaven-defended Troy.' 
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He said ; deep silence held the Grecian band; 
Silent, unmoved, in dire dismay they stand,; 
A pensive scene ! till Tydeus' warlike son 
KoU'd on the king his eyes, and thus begun. . 

* When kings advise us to renounce our fame^ 
first let him speak, who first has suffer'd shame. 
If I oppose thee, prince ! thy wrath withhold, 
The laws of council bid my tongue b^ bplii. 
Thou first, and thou alone, in fields of figis^, 
Durst brand my courage, and defame my mighjt.: 
Nor from a friend the' unkind reproach appeared. 
The Greeks stood witness, all our army heard, »)0 
The gods, O chief! from whom our honours spring. 
The gods have mdde thee but by halves a king: 
They gave thee sceptres, a^nd a wide command, 
They gave dominion o'er the seas and land ; 
The noblest power that might the world control 
They gave thee not — a brave and virtuous so>ul. 
Is this a general's voice, that would suggest 
Fe^^rs like its own to every (Grecian breast? 
Confiding in our want of worth, he stands ; 
And if we fiy, 'tis what our king cominands. (^ ^ 
Go thou, inglorious ! from the' embattled plain ; 
Ships thou hast store, and nearest to the main ; 
A nobler care the Grecians shall employ, 
To combat, conquer, and extirpate Troy. 
Here Greece shall stay ; or, if all Greece retire, 
l^yself will stay, till Tfoy or I expire ; 
Myself, and Sthenelus, will fight for fame ; 
God bade us fight, and 'twas with God we came.' 

He ceased ; the Greeks loud acclamations raise. 
And voice to voice resounds Tydides' praise. 
Wise Nestor ihen his reverend figure rear'd; 
He spoke : the host in still attention heQ^rdv 
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* O truly great ! in whom the gods have join'd 
Such strength of body with such force of mind ; 
In conduct, as in courage, you excel. 
Still first to act what you advise so well. 
Those wholesome counsels which thy wisdom 

moves, 
Applauding Greece with common voice approves. 
Kings thou canst blame ; a bold but prudent youA ; 
And blame e'en kings with praise, because with f 

truth. 
And yet those years that since thy birth have run 
Would hardly style thee Nestor's youngest son. 
Then let me add what yet remains behind, 
A thought unfinish'd in that generous mind ; 
Age bids me speak ; nor shall the' advice I bring 
Pistaste the people, or offend the king : 

' Cursed is the man, and void of law and rights 
Unworthy property, unworthy light. 
Unfit for public rule, or private care, 
That wretch, that monster, who delights in war ; 
Whose lust is murder, and whose horrid joy. 
To tear his country, and his kind destroy ! 
This night, refresh and fortify thy train ; 
Between the trench and wall let guards remain: 
Be that the duty of the young and bold ; 
But thou, O king, to council call the old : 
Great is thy sway, and weighty are thy cares ; 
Thy high commands must spirit all our wars. 
With Thracian wines recruit thy honour'd guests, . 
For happy counsels flow from sober feasts. jW 
Wise, weighty counsels aid a state distressed. 
And such a monarch as can choose the best 
See what a blaze from hostile tents aspires. 
How near our fleet approach the Trojan fires ! 
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Who can, unmoved, behold the dreadful light? 
What eye beholds them^ and can close to-night? 
This dreadful interval determines all ; 
To-morrow, Troy must flame, or Greece must fall.* 

Thus spoke the hoary sage : the rest obey ; 
Swift through the gates the guards direct their way < 
His son was first to pass the lofty mound. 
The generous Thrasymed, in arms renown'd : 
Next him, Ascalaphus, lalmen, stood, 
The double ofFs^pring of the warrior-god : 
Deipyrus, Aphareus, Merion join, 
And Lycomed of Creon's noble line. 
Seven were the leaders of the nightly bands. 
And each bold chief a hundred spears commands! < 
The fires they light, to short repasts they fall. 
Some line the trench, and others man the wall. 

The king of men, on public counsels bent, 
Convened the princes in his ample tent; 
Each seized a portion of the kingly feast. 
But stay'd his hand when thirst and hunger ceased. 
Then Nestor spoke, for wisdom long approved. 
And, slowly rising, thus the council moved. 

' Monarch of nations ! whose superior sway 
Assembled states, and lords of earth, obey. 
The laws and sceptres to thy hand are given, . 
And millions own the care of thee and Heaven* 
O king ! the counsels of my age attend ; 
With thee my cares begin, with thee must end : 
Thee, prince ! it fits alike to speak and hear. 
Pronounce with judgment, with regard give ear, 
To see no wholesome motion be withstood. 
And ratify the best for public good : 
Nor, though a meaner give advice, repine, 
But follow it, and make the wisdom thine. 



L^ 
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Hear then a thought, not now conoeired in haste, 
At once my present judgment and my past* 
When from Pelides' tent you forced the mmd, 
i first opposed, and, faithful, durst dissuade; 
But bold of soul, when headlong fury fired, 
You wrong'd the man, by men and gods admired: 
Now seek some means his fatal wrath to end. 
With prayers to move him, or with gifts to bend.' 
To whom the king. ' With justice hast thov 
shown 
A prince's faults, and I with reason own. 
That happy man, whom Jove still honours' most, | 
Is more than armies, and himself an host. i\i 

Blessed in his love, this wondrous hero stands ^ 
Heaven fights his war, and humbles all our bands. 
Fain would my heart, which err'd through fras* 

tic rage, 
The wrathful chief and angry gods assuage. 
If gifts immense his mighty soul can bow. 
Hear, all ye Greeks, and witness what I vow: 
Ten weighty talents of the purest gold. 
And twice ten vases of refulgent mould ; 
Seven sacred tripods, whose unsullied frame 
Yet knows no office, nor has felt the flamls ; 
Twelve steeds unmatch'd in fleetness and in force, 
And still victorious in the dusty course; 
(Rich were the man whose ample stores exceed 
The prizes purchased by their winged speed). 
Seven lovely captives of the Lesbian line, 
Skill'd in each art, unmatch'd in form diviite. 
The same I chose for more than vulgar charms, 
When Lesbos sunk beneath the hero's arms ; 
All. these, to buy his fiiendship, shall be paid. 
And join'd with these the long-contested maid: 
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'' Ifidi all her charms, Briseis I resign, 

^..i^d solemn swear those charms were nerer mine ; 
tntouch'd she stay'd, uninjured she removes, 
Pure l&om my arms, and guiltless of my loves. 
These instant shall be his ; and if the powers 
Gire to our arms proud Ilion's hostile towers. 
Then shall he store (when Greece the spoil divides) 
With gold and brass his loaded navy's sides : 
Besides, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 
With copious love shall crown his warm embrace ; 
Such as himself will choose ; who yield to none, 
Or yield to Helen's heavenly charms alone. 

^Yet hear me further : when our wars are o'er, 
If safe we land on Argo's fruitful shore, 
There shall he live my son, our honours share. 
And with Orestes' self divide my care. 
Yet more— three daughters in my court are bred, 
And each well worthy of a royal bed ; 
Laodic^ and Iphigenia fair, 
And bright Chrysothemis with golden hair ; 
Her let him choose, whom most his eyes approve^ 
I ask no presents, no reward for love : 
Myself will give the dower ; so vast a store. 
As never father gave a child before. 
Seven ample cities shall confess his sway, 
Him Enope, and Pherae him obey, 
Cardamyle with ample turrets crown'd. 
And sacred Pedasus for vines renown'd ; 

 ^pea fair, the pastures Hira yields. 
And rich Antheia with her flowery fields : /^ 2 
The whole extent to Pylos' sandy plain, 
Along the verdant margin of the main. 
There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil; 
Bold are the men, and generous is the soil : 
76. u 
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There shall he reign, with power and justice 
And rule the tributary realms around, [crown'd, 
All this I give, his yengeance to control. 
And sure sdl this may move his mighty souI« 
Pluto, the grisly god, who never spares, 
Who feels no mercy, and who hears no prayeis, 
Lives dark and dreadful in deep hell's abodes, 
And mortals hate him, as the worst of gods. 
Great though he be, it fits him to obey ; 
Since more than his my years, and more my sway. 

The monarch thus. The reverend Nestor then : 
' Great Agamemnon ! glorious king of men ! 
Such are thy offers as a prince may take. 
And such as fits a generous king to make. 
Let chosen delegates this hour be sent, 
(Myself will name them) to Pelides' t^nt : 
Let Phoenix lead, revered for hoary age. 
Great Ajax next, and Ithacus the sage. 
Yet more to sanctify the word you send. 
Let Hodius and Eurybates attend. 
Now pray to Jove to grant what Greece demands; 
Pray in deep silence, and with purest hands.' 

He said, and all approved. The heralds bring 
The cleansing water firom the living spring. 
The youth with wine the sacred goblets crownM, 
And large libations drench'd the sands around. 
The rite perform'd, the chiefs their thirst allay, 
Then from the royal tent they take their way ; 
Wise Nestor turns on each his careful eye. 
Forbids to' offend, instructs them to apply ; 
Much he advised them all, Ulysses most. 
To deprecate the chief, and save the host, [roar 
Through the still night they march, and hear the 
Of murmuring billows on die sounding shore. 



IX. THE ILIAB. 219 

Neptune, ruler of the seas profound, 
[lose liquid arms the mighty globe surround, 
ey pour forth vows, their embassy to bless, 
d calm the rage of stem ^acides. 
:d now, arrived^ where on the sandy bay 
e Myrmidonian tents and vessels lay ; 
aused at ease, the godlike man they found, 
Based with the solemn harp's harmonious sound, 
le well-wrought harp from conquer'd Thebae 

polish'd silver was its costly frame;) [came, 

ith this he sooths his angry soul, and sings . 

e' immortal deeds of heroes and of kings. v « O 

.trodus only of the royal train, 

SLced in his tent attends the lofty strain : 

11 opposite he sat, and listened long, 

silence waiting till he ceased the song. 

iseen the Grecian embassy proceeds 

his high tent ; the great Ulysses leads, 
thilles starting, as the chiefs he spied, 
ap'd from his seat, and laid the harp aside, 
ith like surprise arose Menoetius' son \ 
lides grasp'd their hands, and thus begun. 
* Princes, all hail ! whatever brought you here, 

strong necessity, or urgent fear ; 
elcome, though Greeks ! for not as foes ye came ; 

me more dear than all that bear the name.' 
With that, the chiefs beneath his roof he led, 
id placed in seats with purple carpets spread, 
len thus — * Patroclus, crown a larger bowl, 
IX purer wine, and open every soul. 

all the warriors yonder host can send, 
y friend most honours' these, and these tty 

friend.' 
He said ; Patroclus o'er the blazing fiire 
3aps in a brazen vase three chines entire : 
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The brazen vase Automedon sustains. 
Which flesh of porket, sheep, and goat, contains : 
Achilles at the genial feast presides. 
The parts transfixes, and with skill divides; 
Meanwhile Patroclus sweats the fire to rabe ; 
The tent is brighten'd by the rising blaze : 
Then, when the languid flames at length subside, 
He strows a bed of glowing embers wide. 
Above the coals the smoking firagments turns. 
And sprinkles sacred salt from lifted urns ; 
With bread the glittering canisters they load. 
Which round the board Menoetius' son bestow'd ; 
Himself, opposed to' Ulysses full in si^t. 
Each portion parts, and orders every rite. 
The first fat offering, to the' inunortals due. 
Amidst the greedy flames Patroclus threw; 
Then each, indulging in the social feast. 
His thirst and hunger soberly r^press'd. 
That doQe, to Phoenix Ajax gave the sign. 
Not unperceived ; Ulysses crown'd with wine 
The foaming bowl, and instant thus began. 
His speech addressing to the godlike man — 

^ Health to Achilles ! happy are thy guests ! 
Not those more honour'd whom Atrides feasts : 
Though generous plenty crown thy loaded boards, 
That, Agamemnon's regal tent sififords ; 
But greater cares sit heavy on our souTs, ^ 

Not eased by banquets or by flowing bowls. 
What scenes of slaughter in yon fields appear ! 
The dead we mourn, and for the living fear ; 
Greece on the brink of Fate all doubtful stands, 
And owns no help but from thy saving hands : 
Troy and her aids for ready vengeance call ; 
Their threatening tents already shade our wall : 
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Hear how with shouts their conquesttheyproclaim. 
And point at every^ship their vengeful flame ! 
¥or them the father of the gods declares, 
Theirs are his omens, and his thunders theirs. 
See, full of Jove, avenging Hector rise ! 
See ! heaven and earth the raging chief defies ; 
Whatfiiry inhis breast, what lightning in his eyes ! 
He waits but for the mom, to sink in flame 
The ships, the Greeks, and all the Grecian name. 
Heavens ! how my country's woes distract my 

mind. 
Lest Fate accomplish all his rage design'd. 
And must we, gods ! our heads inglorious lay 
In Trojan dust, and this the fatal day ? 
Return, Achilles : O return, though late. 
To save thy Greeks, and stop the course of Fate ; 
If in that heart, or grief, or courage lies, 
* Rise to redeem ; ah yet, to conquer, rise ! 
The day may come, when, all our warriors slain, 
That heart shall melt, that courage rise in vain ; 
Regard in time, O prince divinely brave ! 
Those wholesome counsels which thy father gave, 
When Peleus in his aged arms embraced 
His parting son, these accents were his last — 
** My child ! with strength, with glory , and success, 
Thy arms may Juno and Minerva bless ! 
Trust that to Heaven: but thou, thy cares engage 
'To calm thy passions, and subdue thy rage : 
From gentler manners let thy glory grow. 
And shun contention, the sure source of woe ; 
That young and old may in thy praise combine, 

The virtues of humanity be thine " 

This, now despised advice, thy father gave ; 
Ah ! check thy anger, and be truly brave. 

u2 
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%i thou wilt yield to great Atrides' prayers, 1 i €: t 
Gifts worthy thee hfs royal hand prepares; 1^^ 
If not — ^but hear me, while I number o'er 
The proffer'd presents, an exhaustless store. 
Ten weighty talents of the purest gold. 
And twice ten vases of refulgent mould ; B - 

Seven sacred tripods, whose unsullied frame |^^ 
Yet knows no office, nor has felt the flame; l^^- 
Twelve steeds unmatch'd infleetness and in force, l^^*^ 
And still victorious in the dusty course ; jS^ 

(Rich were the man, whose ample stores exceed jt^^ 
The prizes purchased by their winged speed) | ^ 
Seven lovely captives of the Lesbian line, \ ^ 

Skill'd in eaph-ttr^^match'd in form divine, | -^ 
The sam^<^^S^^I%fi|jphanore than vulgar charms, | 
When I^i^os W^ be^^th thy conquering arms. 
All thesg^ to huy^y ^Andship, shall be paid. 
And joiijinid ^/nraU:lrese thp long-contested maid; 
With all i^r cl^arms^ Bpseis hell resign. 
And sole)ii^swe«^ t^^ charms were only thine; 
Untouch'd she -staiyM, uninjured she removes. 
Pure from hi^ arms, and guiltless of his loves. 
These instant shall be thine ; and if the powers 
Give to our arms proud Ilion's hostile towers. 
Then shalt thou store (when Greece the spoil 

divides) 
With gold and brass thy loaded navy's sides. 
Besides, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 
With copious love shall crown thy warm embrace; 
Such as thyself shall choose ; who yield to none, 
Or yield to Helen's heavenly charms alone. 
Yet hear me further : when our wars are o'er, 
If safe we land on Argos' fruitful shore. 
There $halt thou live his son, his honours share, 
And with Orestes' self divide his care. 
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Yet more — ^three daughters in his court are bred, 
And >each well worthy of a royal bed ; 
Laodic^ and Iphigenia fair. 
And bright Chrysothemis with golden hair ; 
Her shalt thou wed whom most thy eyes approve ; 
He asks no presents, no reward for love : 
Himself will give the dower ; so vast a store, 
As never father gave a child before. 
Seven ample cities shall confess thy sway. 
Thee Enope, and Pherae thee obey, 
Cardamyle with ample turrets crown'd. 
And sacred Pedasus, for vines renown'd : 
JBpea fair, the pastures Hira yields. 
And rich Antheia with her flowery fields : 
The whole extent to Pylos' sandy plain 
Along the verdant margin of the main.-^ 
There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil ; ~ 
Bold are the men, and generous is the soil. 
There shalt thou reign, with power and justice 
And rule the tributary realms around, [crown'd, 
Such are the proffers which this day we bring. 
Such the repentance of a suppliant king. 
But if all this relentless thou disdain. 
If honour, and if interest plead in vain ; 
Yet some redress to suppliant Greece afford. 
And be, amongst her guardian gods, adored. 
If no regard thy suffering country claim, % ' 
Hear thy own glory, and the voice of fame : 
For now that chief, whose unresisted ire , 
Made nations tremble, and whole hosts retire. 
Proud Hector, now, the' unequal fight demands. 
And only triumphs to deserve thy hands.' 

Then thus the goddess-bom — * Ulysses, hear 
A faithful speech, that knows nor art, nor fear ; 
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What in my secret soul is understood. 
My tongue shall utter, and my deeds make good. 
Let Greece then know, my purpose I retain : 
Nor with new treaties vex my peace in vain. 
Who dares think one thing, and another tell. 
My heart detests him as the gates of hell. 

* Then thus in short my fix'd resolves attend, 
Which nor Atrides, nor his Greeks can bend; 
Long toils, long perils in their cause I bore, 
But now the' unfruitful glories charm no more. 
Fight or not light, a like reward we claim, 
I'he wretch and hero find their prize the same; 
Alike regretted in the dust he Ues, 
Who yields ignobly, or who bravely dies. 
Of all my dangers, all my glorious pains, 
A life of labours, lo i what fruit remains? 
As the bold bird her helpless young attends, 
From danger guards them, and from want defends ; 
In search of prey she wings the spacious air, 
And with the' untasted food supplies her care ; 
For thankless Greece such hardships have I 

braved, 
Her wives, her infants, by my labours saved; 
Long sleepless nights in heavy arms I stood. 
And sweat laborious days in dust and blood. 
I sack'd twelve ample cities on the main. 
And twelve lay smoking on the Trojan plain : 
Then at Atrides' haughty feet were laid 
The wealth I gather'd, and the spoils I made. 
Your mighty monarch these- in peace possets'd; 
Some few my soldiers had, himself the rest. 
Some present too to every prince was paid ; 
And every prince enjoys the gift he made : 
T only must refund, of all his train ; 
See what preeminence our merits gaiii 1 
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My spoil alone his greedy soul delights; 
' My spouse alone must bless his lustful nights : 
JThe woman, let him (as he may) enjoy ; 
But what 's the quarrel then df Greece to Troy ? 
What to these shores the'assembled nations draws, 
What calls for vengeance, but a woman's cause ? 
Are fair endowments and a beauteous face / 
Beloved by none but those of Atreus' race ? 
The wife whom choice and passion doth approve, i^ Ot) 
Sure every wise and worthy man will love. 
Nor did my fair one less distinction claim ; 
Slave as she was, my soul adored the dame. 
Wrong'd in my love, all proffers I disdain; 
Deceived for once, I trust not kings again. 
Ye have my answer, what remains to do. 
Your king, Ulysses, may consult with you. 
What needs he the defence this arm can make? 
Has he not walls no human force can shake ? 
Has he not fenced his guarded navy roiind 
With piles, with ramparts, and a trench profound ? 
And will not these (the wonders he has done) 
Repel the rage of Priam's single son? ^ 
There was a time ('twas when for Greece I fought) 
WhenHector's prowess no such wonders wrought ; 
He kept the verge of Troy, nor dared to wait 
Achilles' fury at the Scaean gate : 
He tried it once, and scarce was saved by Fate. 
But now those ancient enmities are o'er ; 
To-morrow we the favouring gods implore. 
Then shall you see our parting vessels crown'd. 
And hear with oars the Hellespont resound. ^ 
The third day hence shall Phthia greet our sails, 
[f mighty Neptune send propitious gales ; 
Phthia to her Achilles shall restore 
The wealth he left for this detested shore : 
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Thither the spoils of this long war shall pass. 
The ruddy gold, the steel, and shining hras^ ; 
My beauteous captives thither I '11 conrey, « 
And all that rests bf my unravish'd prey. 
One only valued gift your tyrant gave. 
And that resumed ; the fair Lyrnessian slave. 
Then tell him ; loud, that all the Greeks may hear. 
And learn to scorn the wretch they basely fear ; 
(For <arm'd in impudence, mankind he brave's^ 
And meditates new cheats on all his slaves ; 
Though shameless as he is, to face these eyes 
Is what he dares not ; if he dares, he dies) 
Tell him, all terms, all commerce I decline, 
Nor share his council, nor his battle join ; 
For once deceived, was his ; but twice, were mine. 
No— let the stupid prince, whom Jove deprives 
Of sense and justice, run where frenzy drives ; ' 
His gifts are hateful : kings of such a kii^ 
Stand but as slaves before a noble mind. 
Not though he proffer'd all himself possess'd,- 
And all his rapine could from others wrest; 
Not all the golden tides of wealth that crown 
The many-peopled Orchomenian town ; 
Not all proud Thebes' unrival'd walls contain, .^ 
The world's great Empress on the' Egyptian plain, 
(That spreads her conquests o'er a thousand states, 
And pours her heroes through a hundred gates. 
Two hundred horsemen and two hundred cars 
From each wide portal issuing to the wars) 
Though bribes were heap*d on bribes, in number 

more 
Than dust in fields, or sand along the shore ; 
Should all these offers for my friendship call ; 
'Tis he that offers, and I scorn them all. ' 
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Atrides' daughter never shall be led 
(An ill-match'd consort) to Achilles' bed ; 
like golden Venus though she charm'd the heart. 
And vied with Pallas in the works of art : 
Some greater Greek let those high nuptials graee, 
I hate alliance with a tyrant's race. 
If Heaven restore me to my realms with life. 
The reverend Peleus shall elect my wife ; 
Thessalian nymphs there are, of form divine. 
And kings that sue to mix their blood with mine. 
Bless'd in kind love, my years shall glide away. 
Content with just hereditary sway ; 
There, deaf for ever to the martial strife. 
Enjoy the 'dear prerogative of life, 
life is not to be bought with heaps of gold ; 
Not all Apollo's Pythian treasures hold. 
Or Troy once held, in peace and pride of sway. 
Can bribe the poor possession of a day f 
Lost herds and treasures we by arms regain. 
And steeds unrival'd on the dusty plain : 
But from our lips the vital spirit fled. 
Returns no more to wake the silent dead. 
My fates long since by Thetis were disclosed. 
And each alternate, life or fame, proposed ; 
Here, if I stay, before the Trojan town. 
Short is my date, but deathless my renown : 
If I return, I quit immortal praise 
For years on years, and long-extended days. 
Convinced, though late, I find my fond mistake. 
And warn the Greeks the wiser choice to make : 
To quit these shores, their native seats enjoy, 
Nor hope the fall of Heaven-defended Troy. 
Jove's arm display'd asserts her from the skies ; 
Her hearts are strength^n'd, and her glories rise. 
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Go then, to Greece report our fix*d design; 
Bid all your counsels, all your armies join. 
Let all your forces, all your arts conspire. 
To save the ships, the troops, the chiefs, ^m fire. 
One stratagem has fail'd, and others will : 
Ye find, Achilles is unconquer'd still. 
Go then — digest my message as ye may — K 
But here this night let reyerend Phcenix stay r 
His tedious toils and hoary hairs demand 
A peaceful death in Phthia's friendly land. 
But whether he remain, or sail with me. 
His age be sacred, and his will be free.' 

The son of Peleus ceased : the chiefs around 
In silence wrapp'd, in consternation drowa'd. 
Attend the stem reply. Then Phoenix rose; 
(Down his white beard a stream of sorrow flows] 
And,while the fate of sufferingGreeee he moum'd: 
With accent weak these tender words retuni'cl; 

* Divine Achilles ! wilt thou then retire. 
And leave our hosts in blood, our fleets on firel 
If wrath so dreadful fill thy ruthless mind,. 
How shall thy friend, thy Phoenix, stay behind? 
The royal Peleus, when from Phthia's coast 
He sent thee early to the' Achaian host. 
Thy youth as then in sage debates unskiH'd, 
And new to perils of the direful field ; 
He bade me teach thee all the ways of war. 
To shine in councils, and in camps to dare. 
Never, ah never let me leave thy side ! 
No time shall part us, and no fate divide. 
Not though the god, that breathed my life, ^ston 
The bloom I boasted, and the port I bore. 
When Greece of old beheld my youthful flames, 
(Delightful Greece, the land of lovely dames). 
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My father^ faithless to my mother's arms^ 
Old as. he was, adored a stranger's charms^ 
I tried what youth could do (at her desire) 
To win the damsel, and prevent my sire. 
My sire with curses loads my hated head. 
And cries, * Ye furies ! barren be his bed.' 
^Infernal Jove, the vengeful fiends below^ 
And ruthless Proserpine, confirm'd his vow. 
Despair and grief distract my labouring mind ! 
Gods ! what a crime my impious heart design'd! 
I thought (but some kind god that thought $up- 

press'd) 
To plunge the poniard in my father's breast ; * 
Then meditate my flight : my friends in vain 
With prayers entreat me, and with force detain. 
Qn fat of rams, black bulls, and brawny swine. 
They daily feast, with draughts of fragrant wine : 
Strong guards they placed, and watched nine 

nights entire ; 
The roofs and {Jorches flamed with constant Are. 
The tenth, I forced the gates, unseen of alL; 
And, favour'd by the night, o'erleap'd the wall. 
My travels thence through spacious Greece ex- 
In Phthia's court at last my labours end. [tencL 
Your sire received me, as his son caress'd^ i L^ 
With gifts enrich'd, and with possessions bless a. 
The strong Dolopians thenceforth own'd my reign. 
And all the coast that runs along the main. 
By love to. thee his bounties I repaid. 
And early wisdom to thy soul convey'd : 
Great as thou art, my lessons made thee brave, 
A child I took thee, but a hero gave. 
Thy infant breast a like affection show'd ; 
.Still in my arms (an ever-pleasing load), 
76. , X 
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Or at mj knee, by Phcenix- wouldst thou Btui 
Ho food nas grateful but from Phcenix' hand. 
I pass my watching o'er thy helpless yean, 
The tender labours, the compliant cares ; 
The gods (I thought) reversed their hard decn 
And Phcenix felt a' father's joy in thee : 
lliy growing virtues justified my cares. 
And promised comfort to my silver hairs. 
Now be thy rage, thy fatal rage, resign'd; 
A cruel heart ill suits a manly mind : 
The gods (the only great, and only wise) 
Are moved by offerings, vows, and sacrifice; 
Offending man their high compassion wins, 
And daily prayetiBOiie for daily sins. 
Prayers ur& i^vrs diiu^hera, of celestial rat 
Lame are f^r feerh,V'° '^■'io'<'<!<l i^ their fac 
With liutr/lite mi^ and Vm^ dejected eyes, 
Constant tfity furl^ whcrJinJustice fliM: ., 
Injustice sftift,,cricl, aad/nconfined. 
Sweeps the wide earth^^irtf tramples o'er manJdi 
While Prayers, to heal her wrongs, move st 

behind. 
Who hears these daughters of almighty Jove 
For him they mediate to the throne above : 
When man rejects the humble suit they maki 
The sire revenges for the daughters' sake; 
From Jove commission'd, fierce Injustice the 
Descends to punish unrelenting men. 
O let not headlong passion bear the sway ; 
These reconcUing goddesses obey : 
Due honours to the seed of Jove belong ; 
Due honours calm the fierce, and bend the stra 
Were these not paid thee by the terms we bri 
Were rage still harbour'd in the hau^ty kinj 
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Kor Greece nor all her fortunes should engage 
Tky friend to plead against so just a rage. 
But since what honour asks, the general sends. 
And sends by those whom most thy heart comr 

mends. 
The best and noblest of the Grecian train ; 
Permit not these to sue, and sue in Tain ! 
Let me (my son) an ancient fact unfold, 
A great example drawn from times of old ; 
Hear what our fathers were, and what their praise. 
Who conquer'd their revenge in former days. 

* Where Calydon on rocky mountains stands. 
Once fought the' ^tolian and Curetian bands ; 
To guard it, those ; to conquer, these, advance ; 
And mutual deaths were dealt with mutual chance. 
Hie silver 03rnthia bade contention rise. 

In vengeance of neglected sacrifice ; 
On CEneus' fields she sent a monstrous boar. 
That level'd harvests, and whole forests tore : 
This beast (when many a chief his tusks had slain) 
Great Meleager stretched along the plain. 
Then, for his spoils a new debate arose. 
The neighbour-nations thence commencing foes. 
Strong as they were, the bold Curetes fail'd. 
While Meleager's thundering arm prevail'd : 
Till rage at length infiamed his lof^ breast, 
(For rage invades the wisest and the best). 

* Cursed by Althaea, to his wrath he yields. 
And in his wife's embrace forgets the fields. 
(She from Marpessa sprung, divinely fair. 
And matchless Ida, more than man in war : 
The god of day adored the mother's charms ; 
Against the god the father bent his arms : 
The' afflicted pair, their sorrows to proclaim. 
Prom Cleopatra changed their dau^ter's name. 
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And call'd Alcyone ; a name to show 
The father's grief, the mouramg mother's woe 
To her the chief retired from stem debate. 
But found no peace from fierce Althaea's hate 
Althaea's hate the' unhappy warrior drew. 
Whose luckless hand his royal uncle slew( 
She beatthe ground,and call'd the powers benea 
On her own son to wreak her brother's death 
Hell heard her curses from the realms profoun 
And the red fiends that walk the nightiiy roan 
In vain ^tolia her deliverer waits, 
War shakes her walls, and thunders at hergaU 
She sent ambassadors, a chosen band. 
Priests of the gods, and elders of the land : 
Besought the chief to save the sinking state : 
Their prayers were urgent, and their proffc 
(Full fifty acres of the richest ground, [grea 
Half pasture green, and half with vineyai« 

crown'd) 
His suppliant father, aged CEneus, came; 
His sisters follow'd ; e'en the vengeful dame. 
Althaea, sues ; his friends before him fall : 
He stands relentless, and rejects them all. 
Meanwhile the victor's shouts ascend the skie 
The walls are scaled ; the' rolling flames arise 
At length his wife (a form divine) appears. 
With piercing cries, and supplicating tears ; 
She paints the horrors of a conquer'd town. 
The heroes slain, the palaces o'erthrown. 
The matrons ravish'd, the whole race enslaver 
The warrior heard, he vanquish'd, and he save 
The'^tolians, long disdain'd, now took their tui 
And left the chief their broken faith to mourn. 
Learn hence, betimes to curb pernicious ire, 
Nor stay till yonder fleets ascend in fire ; 
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Accept the presents ; draw thy conquering sword ; 
A.nd be amongst our guardian gods adored/ 

Thus he : the stem Achilles thus replied : 
- My second father, and my reverend guide ; 
Fhy friend, believe me, no such gifts demands, 
And asks no honours from a mortal's hands ; 
Jove honours me, and favours my designs ; 
Bis pleasure guides me, and his will confines ; 
And here I stay (if such his high behest), 
l^ile life's warm spirit beats within my breast.^ 
ITet hear one word, and lodge it in thy heart ; 
NTo more molest me on Atrides' part : 
[s it for him these tears are taught to flow ? 
For him these sorrows ? for my mortal foe ? 
A generous friendship no cold medium knows. 
Bums with one love, with one resentment glows ; 
3ne should our interests and our passions be ; 
\fy friend must hate the man that injures me. 
Do this, my Phoenix, 'tis a generous part ; 
And share my realms, my honours, and my heart. 
Let these return : our voyage, or our stay, 
Elest undetermined till the dawning day.' 

He ceased ; then order'd for the sage's bed 
A warmer couch with numerous carpets spread. 
With that, stem Ajax his long silence broke, 
And thu&, impatient, to Ulysses spoke — 

* Hence let us go — ^why waste we time in vain ? 
See what effect our low submissions gain ! 
Liked, or not liked, his words we must relate, 
Fhe Greeks expect them, and our heroes wait. 
Proud as he is, that iron heart retains 
Its stubborn purpose, and his friends disdsuns. 
Stem, and unpitying ! if a brother bleed. 
On just atonement, we remit the deed ; 

X2 
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A sire the slaughter of his son forgires ; 
The price of blood discharged, the murdemliFes : 
The haughtiest hearts at length their rage resigB, 
And gifts can conquer every soul but thine. 
The gods that unrelenting breast have steeFd, 
And cursed thee with a mind that cannot ykid. 
One woman-slave was ravish'd from thy arms: 
Lo, seven are offer'd, and of equal channs. 
Then hear, Achilles ! be of better mind; 
Revere thy roof, and to thy guests be kind; 
And know the men, of all the Grecian host. 
Who honour worth, and prize thy valour most' 

* O soul of battles, and thy people's guide ! 
(To Ajax thus the first of Greeks replied) 
Well hast thou spoke ; but at the tyrant's name 
My rage rekindles, and my soul 's on flame : 
^Tis just resentment, and becomes the brave; 
Disgraced, dishonoured, like the vilest slave ! 
Ketum then, heroes ! and our answer bear; 
The glorious combat is no more my care ; 
Not till, amidst yon sinking navy slain. 
The blood of Greeks shall dye the sable main; 
Not till the flames, by Hector's fury thrown, 
Consume your vessels, and approach my own ; 
Just there, the' impetuous homicide shall stand. 
There cease his battle, and there feel our hand.' 

This said, each prince a double goblet crown'd, 
And cast a large libation on the ground ; 
Then to their vessels, through the gloomy shades, 
The chiefs return ; divine Ulysses leads. 
Meantime Achilles' slaves prepared a bed. 
With fleeces, carpets, and soft linen spread : 
There, till the sacred mom restored the day, 
In slumber sweet the reverend Phoenix lay. 
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But in his inner tent, an ampler space> 
Aehilles slept; and in his warm embrace 
Fair Diomed^ of the Lesbian race. 
Last, for Patroclus was the couch prepared^ 
Whose nightly joys the beauteous Iphis shared ; 
Achilles to his Mend consign'd her charms 
Wh^i Scyros fell before his conquering arm&. 

And now the' elected chiefs, whom Greece 
had sent, • [tent. 

Pass'd through the hosts, and reach'd the royal 
Then rising all, with goblets in their hands. 
The peers and leaders of the' Achaian bands 
Hail'd their return : Atrides first begun : 

* Say what success ? dirine Laertes' son ! 
Achilles' high resolved declare to all : 
Returns the chief,, or must our navy fall ?' 

^ Great king of nations ! (Ithacus replied) 
Pix'd is his wrath, unconquer'd is his pride ; 
He slights thy friendship, thy proposals scorns. 
And, thus implored, with fiercer fury bums. 
To save our army, and our fleets to free. 
Is not his care ; but left to Greece and thee. 
IToiur eyes shall view,when morning paints the sky. 
Beneath his oars the whitening billows fly; 
Us too he bids our oars and sails employ. 
Nor hope the fall of Heaven-protected Troy ; 
For Jove o'ershades her with his arm divine. 
Inspires her war, and bids her glory shine. 
Such was his word : what further he declared. 
These sacred heralds and great Ajax heard. 
But Phoenix in his tent the chief retains. 
Safe to transport him to his native plains 
When morning dawns ; if other he decree. 
His age is sacred, and his choice is free/ 
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Ulysses ceased ; the great Achaian host, 
With sorrow seized^ in coiistemation lost. 
Attend the stem reply. Tydides broke 
The general silence, and undaunted spoke. 
* Why should we gifts to proud AchUles send, 
Or strive with prayers his haughty soul to bend ? 
His country's woes he glories to deride, [pride. 
And prayers will burst that swelling heart with 
Be the fierce impulse of his rage obey'd. 
Our battles let him, or desert, or ^lid ; 
Then let him arm when Jove or he think fit; 
That, to his madness, or to Heaven commit : 
What for ourselves we can, is always ours ; 
This night, let due repast refresh our powers ; 
(Por strength consists in spirits and in blood. 
And those are owed to generous wine and food); 
But when the rosy messenger of day 
Strikes the blue mountains with her golden ray, 
Ranged at the ships, let all our squadrons shine, 
In flaming arms, a long-extended line : 
In the dread front let great Atrides stand. 
The first in danger, as in high command.' 

Shouts of acclaim the listening heroes raise, 
Then each to Heaven the due libations pays ; 
Till sleep, descending o'er the tents, bestows 
The grateful blessings of desired repose. 
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BOOK X. 



THE NIGHT ADVENTURE OF DIOMED AND ULYSSES. 

Upon the refusal of Achilles to retnrn to the armj, the distress 
of Agamemnon is described in the most lively manner. He 
takes no rest that night, bat passes through the camp, 
awaking the leaders, and contriying all possible methods 
for the pnblio safety. Menelaiis, Nestor, Ulysses, and 
Diomed are employed in raising the rest of the captains. 
Thej call a conncil of war, and determine to send scoots 
into the enemies' camp, to learn their posture, and discover 
their intentions. Diomed undertakes this hazardous en- 
terprise, and makes choice of Ulysses for his companion. 
In their passage they surprise Dolon, whom Hector had 
sent on a like design to the camp of the Grecians. From 
'Bim they are informed of the situation of the Trojan apd 
auxiliary forces, and particularly of Rhesus, and the 
Thracians who were lately arrived. They pass on with 
success ; kill Rhesus, with several of his officers, and 
seize the famous horses of that prince, with which thej 
return in triumph to the camp. 
The same night continues ; the scene lies in the two camps. 



All night the chiefs before their vessels lay. 
And lost in sleep the labours of the day : 
All but the king ; with various thoughts oppress'd. 
His country's cares lay rolling in his breast. 
As when by lightnings Jove's etherial power 
Foretells the rattling hail or weighty shower. 
Or sends soft snows to whiten all the shore^ 
Or bids the brazen throat of war to roar ; 
By fits one flash succeeds as one expires. 
And heaven flames thick with momentary fires; 
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So, bursting frequent from Atrides' breast. 
Sighs following sighs his inward fears confes 
Now, o'er the fields, dejected, he surveys 
Prom thousand Trojan fires the mounting blf 
Hears in the passing wind their music bloWj 
And marks distinct the voices of the foe. 
Now, looking backwards to the fleet and co 
Anxious he sorrows for the' endanger'd host 
He rends his hair, in sacrifice to Jove, 
And sues to him that ever lives above : 
Inly he groans ; while glory and despair 
Divide his heart, and wage a double war. 

A thousand cares his labouring breast revoh 
To seek sage Nestor ijow the chief resolves. 
With him, in wholesome counsels, to debate 
What yet remains to save the' afflicted state. 
He rose, and first he cast his mantle round. 
Next on his feet the shining .sandals bonnd; 
A lion's yellow spoils his back conceal'd ; 
His warlike hand a pointed javelin held. 
Meanwhile his brother, press'd with equal w< 
Alike denied the gifts of soft repose. 
Laments for Greece ; that in his cause befor 
So much had suffer'd, and must suffer more. 
A leopard's spotted hide his shoulders spret 
A brazen helmet glitter'd on his head : 
Thus (with a javelin in his hand) he went 
To wake Atrides in the royal tent. 
Already waked, Atrides he descried. 
His armour buckling at his vessel's side. 
Joyful they met ; the Spartan thus begun : 
* Why puts my brother his bright armour oil 
Sends he some spy amidst these silent hours 
To try yon camp, and watch the Trojan pow< 
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Bat say, what hero shall sustain that task ? 
Such bold exploits uncommon courage ask ; 
Guideless, alone, through night's dark shade to go, 
And midst a hostile camp explore the foe/ 

To whom the king — ' In such distress we stand, 
No vulgar counsels our affairs demand ; 
Greece to preserve is now no easy part. 
But asks high wisdom, deep design, and art. 
For Jove, averse, our humble prayer denies. 
And bows his head to Hector's sacrifice. 
What eye has witness'd, or what ear believed. 
In one great day, by one great arm achieved. 
Such wondrous deeds as Hector's hand has done> 
And we beheld, the last revolving sun ? 
What honours the beloved of Jove adorn ! 
Sprung from no god, and of no goddess bom ; 
Yet .such his acts, as Greeks unborn shall tell. 
And curse the battle where their fathers fell. 

' Now speed thy hasty course along the fleet. 
There call great Ajax, and the prince of Crete ; 
Ourself to hoary Nestor. will repair ; 
To keep the guards on duty, be his care ; 
(For Nestor's influence best that quarter guides. 
Whose son, with Merion, o'er Ihe watch presides).' 
To whom the Spartan — ^ These thy orders borne. 
Say, shall I stay, or with dispatch return ? 
* There shalt thou stay, (the king of men replied) 
Else may we miss to meet, without a guide. 
The paths so many, and the camp so wide. 
Still, with your voice the slothful soldiers raise. 
Urge by their fathers' fame, their future praise. 
Forget we now our state and lofty birth; 
Not titles here, but works, must prove our worth. 
To labour is the lot of man below ; 
And when Jove gave us life, he gave us woe.' 
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This said, each parted to his several cares 
The king to Nestor's sable ship repairs ; 
The sage protector of the Greeks he found 
Stretch'd in his bed with all his arms around 
The various-colour'd scarf, the shield, he rea 
The shining helmet, and the pointed spears ; 
The dreadful weapons of the warrior's rage. 
That, old in arms, disdain'd the peace of age 
Then, leaning on his hand his watchful head, 
The hoary monarch raised his eyes, and said 
' What art thou, speak, that on designs unknov 
While others sleep, thus range the camp aloi 
Seek'st thou some friend, or nightly sentinel? 
Stand off, approach not, but thy purpose tell. 

' O son of Neleus, (thus the king rejoin'd) 
Pride of the Greeks, and glory of thy kind i 
Lo here the wretched Agamenmon stands. 
The' unhappy general of the Grecian bands ; 
Whom Joy e decrees with daily cares to bene 
And woes, that only with his life shall end ! 
Scarce can my knees these trembling limbs susta 
And scarce my heart support its load of pain 
No taste of sleep these heavy eyes have kno^ 
Confused, and sad, I wander thus alone. 
With fears distracted, with no fix'd design ; 
And all my people's miseries are mine. 
If aught of use thy waking thoughts suggest^ 
(Sinpe cares, like mine, deprive thy soul of re 
Impart thy counsel, and assist thy friend ; 
Now let us jointly to the trench descend, 
'At every gate the fainting guard excite. 
Tired with the toils of day and watch of nigh 
Else may the sudden foe our works invade. 
So near, and favoured by the gloomy shade.' 
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To Mm thus Nestor — * Trust the powers above. 
Nor think proud Hector's hopes confirm'd by Jove : 
Hovf ill agree the views of vain mankind. 
And the wise counsels of the' eternal mind I 
Audacious Hector, if the gods ordain 
That great Achilles rise and rage again, 
What toils attend thee, and what woes remain ! 
Lo faithful Nestor thy command obeys ; 
The ecure is next our other chiefs to raise ; 
Ulysses, Diomed, we chiefly need ; 
Meges for strength, Oileus famed for speedy 
Some other be dispatch'd of nimbler feet 
To those tall ships remotest of the fleet. 
Where lie great Ajax and the king of Crete. 
To rouse the Spartan I myself decree ; 
Dear as he is to us, and dear to thee, 
Yet must I tax his sloth, that claims no share 
With his gi'eat brother in his martial care : 
Him it behoved to every chief to sue. 
Preventing every part perform'd by you ; 
For strong necessity our toils demands. 
Claims all our hearts, and urges all our hands.' 

To whom the king — * With reverence we allow 
Thy just rebukes, yet learn to spare them now : 
My generous brother is of gentle kind. 
He seems remiss, but bears a valiant mind ; 
Through too much deference to our sovereign 

sway, 
Content to follow when we lead the way : 
But now, our ills industrious to prevent, 
Long ere the rest, he rose, and sought my tent. 
The chiefs you named, already at his call. 
Prepare to meet us near the navy-wall ; 
Assembling there, between the trench and gates. 
Near the night guards^ our chosen council waits.' 

76. Y 



248 THE ILIAB. B. 

* Then none (said Nestor) shall his nde w 
For great examples justify command.' [sta 

With that, the yenerable warrior rose ; 
The shining greaves his manly legs enclose; 
His purple mantle golden buckles join'd. 
Warm with the softest wool, and doubly lin* 
Then rushing from his tent, he snatch'd in h) 
His steely lance, that lighten'd as he pass'd 
The camp he traversed through the sleeping cro 
Stopp'd at Ulysses' tent, and calPd ^oud. 
Ulysses, sudden as the voice was sent. 
Awakes, starts up, and issues from his tent 
' What new distress, what sudden cause of fiij 
Thus leads you wandering in the silent nigfal 
* O prudent chief ! (the Pylian sage replied^ 
Wise as thou art, be now thy wisdom tried 
Whatever means of safety can be sought. 
Whatever counsels can inspire our thought, 
Whatever methods, or to fly or fight ; 
All, all depend on this important night !' 

He heard, retum'd, and took his painted slii< 
Then join'd the chiefs, and foUow'd through 

field. 
Without his tent bold Diomed they found. 
All sheath'd in arms, his brave companions roi 
Each sunk in sleep, extended on the field. 
His head reclining on his bossy shield. 
A wood of spears stood by, that, fix'd upri§ 
Shot from their flashing points a quivering li 
A bull's black hide composed the hero's be< 
A splendid carpet roll'd beneath his head. 
Then, with his foot, old Nestor gently shak 
The slumbering chief, and in these words awak< 

* Rise, son of Tydeus ! to the brave and at 
Rest seems inglorious, and the night too loi 
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But sleep'st thou now, when from yon hill the foe 
Hangs o'er the fleet, and shades our walls below V 

At this, soft slumber from his eydids fled ; 
The warrior saw the hoary chief, and said — 
' Wondrous old man ! whose soul no respite knows. 
Though years and honours bid thee seek repose, 
Let younger Greeks our sleeping warriors wake ; 
HI fits thy age these toils to undertake/ 
* My friend (he answer'd) generous is thy care ; 
These toils, my subjects and my sons might bear; 
Their loyal thoughts and pious loves conspire 
To ease a sovereign, and relieve a sire : 
But now the last despair surrounds our host; 
No hour must pass, no moment must be lost; 
Each single Greek, in this conclusive strife. 
Stands on the sharpest edge of death or life : 
Yet if my years thy kind regard engage. 
Employ thy youth as I employ my age ; 
Succeed to these my cares, and rouse the rest ; 
He serves me most, who serves his country best/ 

This said, the hero o'er his shoulders flung 
A lion's spoils, that to his ankles hung ; 
Then seized his ponderous lance, and strode along. 
Meges the bold, with Ajax famed for speed. 
The warrior roused, and to the' entrenchments led. 

And now the chiefs approach the nightly guard; 
A wakeful squadron, each in arms prepared : 
The' unwearied watch their listening leaders keep, 
And, couching close, repel invading sleep. 
So faithful dogs their fleecy charge maintain. 
With toil protected from the prowling train ; 
When the gaunt lioness, with hunger bold. 
Springs from the mountains toward the guarded 
fold: 
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Through breaking woods her rustling course they 

hear; 
Loud, and more loud, the clamours strike their ear 
Of hounds and men ; they start, they gaze around, 
Watch every side, and turn to every sound. 
Thus watch'd the Grecians, cautious of surprise, 
Each voice, each motion, drew their ears and eyes: 
Each step of passing feet increased liie^affiiglit; 
And hostile Troy was ever full in sight. 
Nestor with joy the wakeful band surveyed. 
And thus accosted through the gloomy shades 
* Tis well, my sons ! your nightly cares employ; 
Else must our host become the scorn of Troy. 
Watch thus, and Greece shall Kve/ — The hero 

said; 
Then o'er the trench the following chiefitains led. 
His son, and godlike Merion, march'd behind 
(For these the princes to their council join'd). 
The trenches pass'd, the' assembled kings around 
In silent state the consistory crown'd. 
A place there was, yet undefiled with gore. 
The spot where Hector stopped his rage before; 
When night descending, from his vengeful hand 
Keprieved the reliques of the Grecian band : 
(The plain beside with mangled corpse was spread, 
And all his progress mark'd by heaps of dead). 
There sat the mournful kings : when Neleus' son, 
The council opening, in these words begun — 
* Is there (said he) a chief so greatly brave, 
His life to hazard, and his country save ? 
Lives there a man, who singly dares to go 
To yonder camp, or seize some straggling foe? 
Or favour'd by the night approach so near. 
Their speech, tla^eVi cow\i^^^,>xA^^«vgasklft^<i«:? 
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If to besiege our navies they prepare, 
Or Troy once more must be the seat of war ? 
'Jliis could he learn, and to our peers recite, 
And pass unharm'd the dangers of the night ; 
What fame were his through all succeeding days. 
While Phoebus shines, or men have tongues to 

praise I 
What gifts his grateful country would bestow I 
What must not Greece to her deliverer owe ! 
A sable ewe each leader should provide^ 
With each a sable lambkin by her side ; 
At every rite his share should be increased. 
And his the foremost honours of the feast.' 

Fear held them mute : alone, untaught to fear, 
Tydides spoke — * The man you seek, is here.' 
Through yon black camps to bend my dangerous 
Some god within commands, and I obey, [way, 
But let some other chosen warrior join. 
To raise my hopes, and second my design. 
By mutual confidence, and mutual aid. 
Great deeds are done, and great discoveries made ; 
The wise new prudence from the wise acquire, 
And one brave hero fans another's fire.' 

Contending leaders at the word arose ; 
Each generous breast with emulation glows ; 
So brave a task each Ajax strove to share. 
Bold Merion strove, and Nestor's valiant heir ; 
The Spartan wish'd the second place to gain. 
And great Ulysses wish'd, nor wish'd in vain. 
Then thus the king of men the contest ends — 
' Thou first of warriors, and thou best of friends^ 
Undaunted Diomed ! what chief to join 
In this great enterprise, is only thine. 

y2 
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Just be thy choice, without affiBCtioB made; 
To birth, or office, no respect be paid ; 
Let worth determine here.' The monarch spake, 
And inly trembled for his brother's sake. 

* Then thus (the godlike Diomed re|Qin'd) 
My choice declares the impulse of my mind. 
How can I doubt, while great Ulysses, stands 
To lend his counsels, and assist our hands ? 
A chief, whose safety is Minerya's care ; 
So famed, so dreadful, in the works of war : 
Bless'd in his conduct, I no aid require ; 
Wisdom like his might pass throuf^ flames of fire.' 

' It fits thee not, before these chiefs of fame, 
(Replied the sage) to praise me, or to bhime : 
Praise from a fnepdr^r^eai^ure firom a foe. 
Are lost on hear^ \inii?^^)nerits know. 
But let us hasra^Xi|4iVronA hours away. 
The reddening erient^nvws m^ncoming day. 
The stars shine'lainuinpn the' oherial plains. 
And of Night\ empipe but.a Inird remains.' 

Thus having spbke,widi gepi^ous ardour press'd, 
In arms terriiic their hiige limbs they dress'd. 
A two-edged falchion Thrasymed the brave. 
And ample buckler, to Tydides gave : 
Then in a leathern helm he cased his head. 
Short of its crest, and with no plume o'erspread: 
(Such as by youths unused to arms are worn) 
No spoils enrich it, and no studs adorn. 
Next him Ulysses took a shining sword, 
A bow and quiver, with bright arrows stored : 
A well-proved casque, with leather braces bound, 
(Thy gift, Meriones) his temples crown'd ; 
Soft wool within ; without, in order spread, 
A boar's white teeth grinn'd horrid o'er his head. 
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This from Amyntor^ rich Ormenus' son^ 
Autoly«hus by firaudful rapine won^ 
And gave Amphidamas ; from him the prize 
Mollis received, the pledge of social ties ; 
The helmet next by Merion was possess'd. 
And now Ulysses' thoughtful temples press'd. 
Thus sheath'd in arms, the council they forsake, 
And dark through paths obUque their progress 
Just then, in sign she favoured their intent, [take. 
A long*ifing'd heron great Minerva sent: [view. 
This, though surrounding shades obscured their 
By the shrill clang and whistling wings, they knew. 
As from the right she soar'd, Ulysses pray'd, 
Hail'd the glad omen, and address'd the maid : 

* O daughter of that god whose arm can wield 
The' avenging bolt, and shake the dreadful shield ! 
O thou ! for ever present in my way, 
Who all my motions, all my toils survey! 
Safe may we pass beneath the gloomy shade. 
Safe by thy succolir to our ships convey'd ; 
And let some deed this signal night adorn. 
To claim the tears of Trojans yet unborn.' 

Then godlike Diomed preferred his prayer : 
' Daughter of Jove, unconquer'd Pailas ! hear. 
Grreat queen of arms, whose favour Tydeus won. 
As thou defend'st the sire, defend the son. 
When on ^sopus' banks the banded powers 
Of Greece he left, and sought the Thel^ towers^ 
Peace was his charge ; received with peaceful 
He went a legate, but retum'd a foe : [show. 
Then help'd by thee, and cover'd by thy shield. 
He fought with numbers, and made numbers yield, 
^onow be present, O celestial maid! 
$o still continue to the race thine aid I 
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A youthful steer shall fall beneath the 8trdLe> 
Untamed, unconscious of the galling yoke, 
With ample for^ead, and with spreading ham 
Whose taper tops refulgent gold adorns/ 

The heroes pray'd, and Pallas fix>m the sku 
Accords their vow, succeeds their enterprise. 
Now, like two lions panting for the prey. 
With dreadful thoughts they trace the dreary wa; 
Through the black horrors of the' ensangoiiK 
plain, [of shii 

Through dust, through blood, o'er arms, and hi) 

Nor less bold Hector, and the sons of TVo] 
On high designs the wakeful hours employ ; 
The' assembled peers their lofty chief enclosed 
Who thus the counsels of his breast proposed- 

* What glorious man, for high attempts prepare* 
Dares greatly venture for a rich reward ? 
Of yonder fleet a bold discovery make, [take 
What watch they keep, and what resolves the 
If now subdued they meditate their flight. 
And spent with toil neglect the watch of nigbt 
His be the chariot that shall please him most, 
Of all the plunder of the vanquish'd host; 
His the fair steeds that all the rest excel. 
And his the glory to have served so well.' 

A youth there was among the tribes of Tro] 
Dolon his name, Eumedes' only boy. 
(Five girls beside the reverend heraid told) 
Rich was the son in brass, and rich in gold ; 
Not bless'd by nature with the charms of ituce 
But swifk of foot, and matchless in the race. 
^ Hector ! (he said) my courage bids me meet 
This high achievement, and explore the fleet: 
But first extdt thy sceptre to the skies. 
And swear to grant me the demanded prize ; 
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The' immortal coursers, and the glittering oar, 
That bear Pelides through the ranks of war. 
Encouraged thus, no idle scout I go, 
Fulfil thy wish, their whole intention know. 
E'en to the royal tent pursue my way. 
And all their counsels, all their aims betray.' 

The chief then heaved the golden sceptre high, 
Attesting thus the monarch of the sky*— r 
* Be witness thou ! inmiortal lord of all ! 
Whose thunder shakes the dark aerial hall, 
' By none but Dolon shall this prize be bonie, 
Aiid him alone the' immortal steeds adorn.' 

ThusHector swore : the gods were call*d in vain, 
But the rash youth prepares to scour the plain : 
Across his back the bended bow he flung, 
A wolf's gray hide around his shoulders hung, 
A ferret's downy fur his helmet lined. 
And in his hand a pointed javelin shined. 
Then (never to return) he sought the shore. 
And trod the path his feet must 4Tead no more. 
Scarce had he pass'd the steeds and Trojan throng, 
(Still bending forward as he coursed along) 
When, on the hollow way, the' approaching tread 
Ulysses mark'd, and thus to Diomed — 

' O friend ! I hear some step of hostile feet. 
Moving this way, or hastening to the fieet ; 
Some spy perhaps to lurk beside the main ; 
Or nightly pillager that strips the slain. 
Yet let him pass, and win a little space ; 
Then rush behind him, and prevent his pace. 
But if too swifk of foot he flies before, 
Confine his course along the fleet and shore, 
Betwixt the camp and. him our spears employ. 
And intercept his hoped return to Tjroy,' 
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With that they stepp'd aside^ and stoop'd their 

head 
(As Dolon pass'd) behind a heap of dead : 
Along the path the spy unwary flew ; 
Soft, at just distance, both the chiefs pursue. 
So distant they, and such the space between, 
As when two teams of mules divide the green, 
(To whom the hind like shares of land allows) 
When now new furrows part the' approaching 

ploughs. 
Now Dolon listening heard them as they pass'd; 
Hector(he thought)had sent,and check'd his haste, 
Till scarce at distance of a javelin's throw. 
No voice succeeding, he perceived the foe. 
As when two skilful hounds the leveret wind ; 
Or chase through woods obscure the trembting 

hind; 
Now lost, now seen, they intercept his way. 
And from the herd still turn the flying prey; 
So fast, and with such fears the IVojan flew; 
So close, so constant, the bold Greeks pursue; 
Now almost on the fleet the dastard falls. 
And mingles with the guards that watch the walls; 
When brave Tydides stopp'd ; a generous thought 
(Inspired by Pallas) in his bosom wrought. 
Lest on the foe some forward Greek advance, 
And snatch the glory from his lifted lance. 
Then thus aloud — * Whoe'er thou art, remain ; 
This javelin else shall fix thee to the plain.' 
He said, and high in air the weapon cast. 
Which wilful err'd, and o'er his shoulder pass'd ; 
Then fix'd in earth. A gainst the trembling wood 
The wretch stood propp'd,and quiver'd as he stood ; 
A sudden palsy seized his turning head ; 
His loose teeth chatter'd, and his colour fled : 
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The panting warriors seize him as he stands. 
And with unmanly tears his life demands. 

* O spare my youth, and for the breath I owe, 
Large gifts of price my father shall bestow : 
Vast heaps of brass shall in your ships be told, 
And steel well-temper'd, and refulgent gold.' 

To whom Ulysses made this wise reply* — 
< Whoe'er thou art, be bold, nor fear to die. 
What moves thee, say, when sleep has closed the 
To roam the silent fields in dead of night? [sight, 
Camest thou the secrets of our camp to find. 
By Hector prompted, or thy daring mind ? 
Or art some wretch by hopes of plunder led. 
Through heaps of carnage, to despoil the dead V 

Then thus pale Dolon with a fearful look— 
(Still, as he spoke, his limbs with horror shook) 
* Hither I came, by Hector's words deceived ; 
Much did he promise, rashly I believed : 
No less a bribe than great Achilles' car. 
And those swift steeds that sweep the ranks of war. 
Urged me, unwilling, this attempt to make ; 
To learn what counsels, what resolves you take : 
If now subdued, you fix your hopes on flight. 
And, tired with toils, neglect the watch of night.^ 

* Bold was thy aim, and glorious was the prize, 
(Ulysses, with a scornful smile, replies) 

Far other rulers those proud steeds demand. 
And scorn the guidance of a vulgar hand ; 
E'en great Achilles scarce their rage can tame, 
Achilles, sprung firom an immortal dame. 
But say, be faithful, and the truth recite ! 
Where lies encamp'd the Trojan chief to-night? 
Where stand his coursers? in what quarter sleep 
Their other prmces? tell what watch they keep: 
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Say, since this conquest, what their counsels are; 
Or here to combat, from their city far. 
Or back to Ilion's walls transfer tiie war ? 

Ulysses thus ; and thus Eumedes' son — 
< What Dolon knows, his faithful tcmgue shall own. 
Hector, the peers assembling in his tent, 
A council holds at Ilus' monuments 
No certain guards the nightly watch partake ; 
"Where'er yon fires ascend, the Trojans wake: 
Anxious for Troy, the guard the natives keep ; 
Safe in their cares the' auxiliar forces sleep. 
Whose wives and infants, from the danger far, 
Discharge their souls of half the fears of war.' 

Then sleep those aids among the Trojan train, 
(Inquired the chief) or scatter'd o'er the plain? 

To whom the spy—* Their powers they thus 
dispose: 
The Paeons^ dreadful with their bended bows, 
The Carians, Caucous, the Pelasgian host. 
And Leleges, encamp along the coast. 
Not distant far, lie higher on the laud 
The Lycian, Mysian, and Maeonian band, 
AndPhrygia's horse, by Thymbras' ancient wall; 
The Thracians utmost, and apart from all. 
These Troy but lately to her succour won. 
Led on by Rhesus, great Bioneus' son : 
I saw his coursers in proud triumph go. 
Swift as the wind, and white as winter^snow : 
Hich silver plates his shining car infold ; 
His solid arms, refulgent, flame with gold ! 
No mortal shoulders suit the glorious load. 
Celestial panoply, to grace a god ! 
Let me, unhappy, to your fleet be borne, 
Or leave me here, a captive's fate to mourn. 
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In cruel chains ; till your return reVeal 
The truth .or falsehood of the news I tell.^ 

To this Tydides, with a gloomy frown — 
- Think not to live, though all the truth he shown : 
Shall we dismiss thee, in some future strife 
To risk more bravely thy now forfeit life ? 
Or that again our camps thou mayst explore ? 
No^— once a traitor, thou betray 'st no more.' 

Sternly he spoke, and as the wretch prepared 
With humble blandishment to stroke his beard, 
like lightning swift the wrathful falchion flew. 
Divides the neck, and cuts the nerves in two; 
One instant snatch'd his trembling soul to hell, 
The head, yet speaking, muttered as it fell. 
The furry helmet from his brow they tear. 
The wolf's gray hide,the' unbended bow and speai'; 
These great Ulysses lifting to the skies, 
To favouring Pallas dedicates the prize. 

' Great queen of arms ! receive this hostile spoils 
And let the Thracian steeds reward our toil : 
Thee first of all the heavenly host we praise ; 
O speed our labours, and direct our ways !' 
This said, the spoils, with dropping gore defaced^ 
High on a spreading tamarisk he placed; 
Then heap'd with reeds and gather'd boughs th^ 

plain. 
To guide their footsteps to the place ^gain. 

Through the still night they cross the devious 
fields. 
Slippery with blood, o'er arms and heaps of shields. 
Arriving where the Thracian squadrons lay. 
And eased in sleep the labours of the day. 
Ranged in three lines they view the prostrate band : 
The horses yoked beside each warrior stand ; 

76. Z 
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Their arms in order od the groimd Teclined, 
Through the brown shade the lulgid we^KW 

shiDed : 
Amidst lay Rhesus, stretch'd in sleep profooid 
And the white steeds behind bis chariot boaad 
The welcome sight Ulysses first descries. 
And points to Diomed the tempting prize. 
' The man, the coursers, and the car behold ! 
Described by Dolon, with the arms of gold. 
Now, brave Tydides ! now thy courage tiy. 
Approach the chariot, and the steeds untie ; 
Or if thy soul aspire to fiercer deeds. 
Urge thou the slaughter, while T seize the steeds, 

Pallas (this said) her hero's bosom warms, 
Breathed in his heart, and strung his nervous anus 
Where'er he pass'd a purple stream pursued ; 
His thirsty falchion, fat with hostile blood. 
Bathed all his footsteps, dyed the fields with gore 
And a low groan remurmur'd through the shore 
So the grim lion, from his nightly den, 
O'erleaps the fences, and invades the pen ; 
On sheep or goats, resistless in his way. 
He falls, and foaming rends the guardless pre^ 
Nor stopp'd the fury of his vengeful band. 
Till twelve lay breathless of the Thracian band 
Ulysses following, as his partner slew. 
Back by the foot each slaughtered warrior dreif 
The milk-white coursers studious to convey 
Safe to the ships, he wisely clear'd the way ; 
Lest the fierce steeds, not yet to battles bred. 
Should start, and tremble at the heaps of dead 
Now twelve dispatch'd, the monarch last the 
Tydides' falchion fix'd him to the ground. [foun( 
Just then a deathfiil dream Minerva sent ; 
A> warlike form appeared before his tent. 
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Whose yisionary steel his bosom tore : 

^o dream'd the monarch, and awaked no more. 

Ulysses now the snowy steeds detains, 
And leads them, fasten'd by the silver reins ; 
These, with his bow unbent, he lash'd along 
(The scourge forgot, on Rhesus' chariot hung) : 
Then gave his friend the signal to retire ; 
But him, new dangers, new achievements fire : 
Doubtful he stood, or with his reeking blade 
To send more heroes to the' infernal shade, 
Drag off the car where Rhesus' armour lay. 
Or heave with manly force, and lift away. 
While unresolved the son of Tydeus stands, 
Pallas appears, and thus her chief commands-^ 

' Enough, my son ; from further slaughter cease^ 
Regard thy safety, and depart in peace ; 
Haste to the ships, the gotten spoils enjoy. 
Nor tempt too far the hostile gods of Troy.' 

The voice divine confessed the martial maid; 
In haste he mounted, and her word obey'd; 
The coursers fly before Ulysses' bow. 
Swift as the wind, and white as winter-snow;. 

Not unobserved they pass'd : the ^od of ligb^ 
Had watch'd hisTroy ,and mark'd Minerva's flight. 
Saw Tydeus' son with heavenly succour bless'd^ 
And vengeful anger fiU'd his sacred breast. 
Swift to the Trojan camp descends the power. 
And wakes Hippocoon in the morning hour 
(On Rhesus' side accustom'd to attend, 
A faithful kinsman and instructive friend) : 
He rose, and saw the field deform'd with blood. 
An empty space where late the coursers stood. 
The yet-warm Thracians panting on the coast ^ 
For each he wept, but for his Rhesus most ; 
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Now while on Rhesus' name he calls in vain, 
The gathering tumult spreads o'er all the plain; 
On heaps the Trojans rush, with wild affnght, 
And wondering view the slaughters of the night 

Meanwhile the chiefs, arriving at the shade 
Where late the spoils of Hector's spy were laid, 
Ulysses stopp'd; to him Tydides bore 
The trophy, dropping yet with Dolon'g gore: 
Then mounts again ; again their nimble feet 
The coursers ply, and thunder towards the fleet 

Old Nestor first perceived the' aj^roaching 
sound. 
Bespeaking thus the Grecian peers around : 
* Methinks the noise of trampling steeds I hear, 
Thickening this way, and gathering on my ear; 
Perhaps some horses of the Trojan breed 
(So may, ye gods ! my pious hopes succeed) 
The great Tydides and Ulysses bear, 
Ketum'd triumphant with this prize of war. 
Yet much I fear (ah, may that fear be vain) 
The chiefs outnumber'd by the Trojan train ; 
Perhaps, e'en now pursued, they seek the shore; 
Or oh ! perhaps those heroes are no more.' 

Scarce had he spoke,when lo ! the chiefs appear, 
And spring to earth ; the Greeks dismiss their fear: 
With words of ^endship and extended hands 
They greet the kings ; and Nestor first demands — 

' Say thou, whose praises all our host proclaim, 
Thou living glory of the Grecian name ! [stow'd, 
Say, whence these coursers ? by what chance be-: 
The spoil of foes, or present of a god? 
Not those fair steeds so radiant and so gay, 
That draw the burning chariot of the day. 
Old as I am, to age \ ^eotii \.o ^\^^, 
And daily mingle 'm ihfe xoax^^ ^^\\ 



B. X. THE ILyiD. 267 

But sure till now no coursers struck my sight 
Like these, conspicuous through the ranks of fight. 
Some god, I deem, conferr'd the glorious prize, 
Bless'd as ye are, and favourites of the skies ; 
The care of him who hids the thunder roar. 
And her, whose fury hathes the world with gore/ 

* Father ! not so, (sage Ithacus rejoin'd) 
The gifts of Heaven are of a nobler kind. 
Of Thracian lineage are the steeds ye view. 
Whose hostile king the brave Tydides slew ; 
Sleeping he died, with all his guards around. 
And twelve beside lay gasping on the ground. 
These other spoils from conquer'd Dolon came, 
A wretch, whose swiftness was his only fame ; 
By Hector sent our forces to explore, 
He now lies headless on the sandy shore.' 

Then o'er the trench the bounding coursers flew ; 
The joyful Greeks with loud acclaim pursue. 
Straight to Tydides' high pavilion borne. 
The matchless steeds his ample stalls adorn : 
The neighing coursers their new fellows greet. 
And the full racks are heap'd with generous wheat, 
But Dolon's armour, to his ships convey'd. 
High on the painted stem Ulysses laid, 
A trophy destined to the blue-eyed maid. 

Now from nocturnal sweat and sanguine stain. 
They cleanse their bodies in the neighbouring main : 
Then in the polish'd bath, refresh'd from toil. 
Their joints they supple with dissolving oil. 
In due repast indulge the genial hour. 
And first to Pallas the libations pour : 
They sit, rejoicing in her aid divine. 
And the crown'd goblet foams with floods of wine. 

z2 
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BOOK XI. 
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THE THIRD BATTLE, AND THE ACTS OF AGAMEMNON. 

Agmmemnon, haviog armed himself, leads the Grecians to 
battle : Hector prepares the Trojans to receive them ; 
while Japiter, Jano, and Minerra, give the signals of war. 
Agamemnon bears all before him ; and Hector is commanded 
by Japiter (yiho sends Iris for that purpose) to decline the 
engagement, till the king shall be wqanded and retire from 
the field. He then makes a great slaaghter of the enemy; 
Ulysses and Diomed pat a stop to him for a time ; bat tiie 
latter being woanded by Paris is obliged to desert his com* 
panion, viho is encompassed by the Trojans, woanded, sod 
in the atmost danger, till Menelaiis and Ajax rescue him. 
Hector comes against Ajax, bat that hero alone opposes 
moltitades, and rallies the Greeks. In the mean time Ma- 
chaon, in the other wing of the army, is pierced with an 
arrow by Paris, and carried from the fight in Nestor's cha- 
riot. Achilles, (who overlooked the action from his ship) 
sent Patroclos to inquire which of the Greeks was woanded 
in that manner. Nestor entertains him in his tent with an 
account of the accidents of the day, and a long recital of 
some former wars which he remembered, tending to pot 
Patroclns upon persuadiiig Achilles to fight for his coan- 
trymen, or at least to permit him to do it, clad in Achilles's 
armour. Patroclus in his return meets Eurypylus also 
wounded, and assists him in that distress. 

This hook opens D^ith the eigbt-and-twentieth day of the 
poem; and Ihe same day, with its various actions and ad-> 
ventures, is extended through the twelfth, thirteenth, fonr- 
teenth, fifteenth, sixteenth, seventeenth, and part of the 
eighteenth hooks. The scene lies in the field near the mo- 
nument of IIus. 



The saffron Morn, with early blushes spread. 
Now rose refulgent from Tithonus' bed ; 
With new-born day to gladden mortal sight. 
And gild the courts of heaven with sacred light ; 
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WheD baleful £ris, sent by Joye's command^ 
The torch of discord blazing in her hand^ 
Through the red skies her bloody sign extends^ 
And, wrapp'd in tempests, o'er the fleet descends. 
High on Ulysses' bark her horrid stand 
She took, and thunder'd through the seas and land. 
E'en Ajax and Achilles heard the sound, 
Whose ships, remote, the guarded navy bound. 
Thence the black fury through the Grecian throng 
With horror sounds the loud Orthian song : 
The nayy shakes, and at the dire alarms 
Each bosom boils, each warrior starts to arms. 
No more they sigh, inglorious, to return. 
But breathe revenge, and for the combat bum. 

The king of men his hardy host inspires 
With loud command, with great example fires; 
Himself first rose, himself before the rest 
His mighty limbs in radiant armour dress'd. 
And first he cased his manly legs around 
In shining greaves with silver buckles bound ; 
The beaming cuirass next adom'd his breast, 
The same which once king Cinyras possess'd : 
(The fame of Greece and her assembled host 
Had reach'd that monarch on the Cypiian coast ; 
'Twas then; the friendship of the chief to gain. 
This glorious gift he sent, nor sent in vain) 
Ten rows of azure steel the work infold, 
Twice ten of tin, and twelve of ductile gold ; 
Three glittering dragons to the gorget rise. 
Whose imitated scales against the skies 
Reflected various light, and arching bow'd, 
like colour'd rainbows- o'er a showery cloud 
(Jove's wondrous bow, of three celestial dyes, 
Plaped as a sign to man amidst the skies). 
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A radiant baldrick, o'er his shoulder tied. 
Sustained the sword that glittered at his side : 
Gold was the hilt, a silver sheath encased 
The shining blade, and golden hangers graced. 
His buckler's mighty orb was next display'd, 
That round the warrior cast a dreadful shade; 
Ten zones of brass its ample brim surround, 
And twice ten bosses the bright convex crowa'd: 
Tremendous Gorgon frown'd upon its field. 
And circling terrors fiU'd the' expressive shield: 
Within its concave hung a silver thong. 
On which a mimic serpent creeps along; /\'Q 
His azure length in easy waves extends. 
Till in three heads the' embroider'd monster endsi 
Last o'er his brows, his fourfold helm he placed, 
With nodding horse-hair formidably graced ; 
And in his hands two steely javelins wields^ 
That blaze to heaven, and lighten all the fields. 

That instant Juno, and the martial maid. 
In happy thunders promised Greece their aid ; 
High o'er the chief they clash'd their arms in air, 
And, leaning from the clouds, expect the war. 

Close to the limits of the trench and mound, 
The fiery coursers to their chariots bound 
The squires restrain'd : the foot, with those who 

wield 
The lighter arms, rush forward to the field. 
To second these, in close array combined. 
The squadrons spread their sable wings behind. 
Now shouts and tumults wake the tardy dun. 
As with the light the warriors' toils begun. 
E'en Jove, whose thunder spoke his wrath, distill'd 
Red drops of blood o'er all the fatal field ; 
The woes of men unwilling to survey. 
And all the slaughters that must stain the day. 
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Near Ilus' tomb in order ranged around, 
The Trojan lines possess'd the rising ground: 
There wise Polydamas and Hector stood ; 
^neas, honour'd as a guardian god; 
Bold Polybus, Agenor the divine; 
The brother-warriors of Antenor's line : 
With youthful Acamas, whose beauteous face 
And fair proportion match'd the' etherial race. 
Great Hector, cover'd with his spacious shield, 
Plies all the troops, and orders all the fidd. 
As the red star now shows his sanguine fires 
Through the dark clouds, and now in night retires. 
Thus through the ranks appeared the godlike man. 
Plunged in the rear, or blazing in the van; 
While streamy sparkles, restless as he flies, 
Flash from his arms, as lightning from the skies. 
As sweating reapers in some wealthy field. 
Hanged in two bands, their crooked weapons 

wield. 
Bear down the furrows, till their labours meet; 
Thick fall the heapy harvests at their feet ; 
So Greece and Troy the field of war divide. 
And falling ranks are strow'd on every side. 
None stoop'd a thought to base inglorious flight; 
But horse to horse, and man to man they fight. 
Not rabid wolves more fierce contest their prey ; 
Each wounds,each bleeds,but none resign the day. 
Discord with joy the scene of death descries. 
And drinks large slaughter at her sanguine eyes ; / St^ 
Discord alone, of all the^ immortal train. 
Swells the red horrors of this direful plain : 
The gods in peace their golden mansions fill. 
Ranged in bright order on the' Olympian hill ; 
But general murmurs told their griefs above, 
And each accused the partial will of Jove. 
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Meanwhile apart, superior, and alone, - 
The' eternal monarch ,on his awful throne, 
Wrapp'd in the hlaze of boundless glory, sat; 
And, fix'd, fulfiii'd the just decrees of Fate. 
On earth he tum'd his all-considering eyes. 
And mark'd the spot where liion's towers arise; 
The sea with ships, Ihe fields with armies spread, 
The victor's rage, the dying, and the dead. 

Thus while the morning beams increasing bright 
O'er heaven's pure azure spread the growing Ugfat, 
Commutual death the fate of war confounds. 
Each adverse battle gored with equal wounds. 
But now (what time in some sequester'd vale 
The weary woodman spreads his sparing meal, 
When his tired arms refuse the axe to rear. 
And claim a respite from the silvan war ; 
But not till half the prostrate forests lay 
Stretch'd in long ruin, and exposed to day) 
Then, nor till then, the Greeks' impulsive might 
Pierced the black phalanx, and let in the light 
Great Agamemnon then the slaughter led. 
And slew Bienor at his people's head : 
Whose squire Oileus, with a sudden sprmg, 
Leap'd from the chariot to revenge his king ; 
But in his front he felt the fatal wound. 
Which pierced his brain, and stretch'd him on the 

ground. 
Atrides spoil'd, and left them on the pladn : 
Vain was their youth, their glittering armour vain : 
Now soil'd with dust, and naked to the sky. 
Their snowy limbs and beauteous bodies lie. 

Two sons of Priam next to battle moVe, 
The product one of marriage, one of love ; 
In the same car the brother-warriors ride ; 
This took the charge to combat, that to guide s 
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Far other task ! than when they Wont to keep. 
On Ida's tops, their father's fleecy sheep. 
These on the mountains once Achilles found. 
And captive led, with pliant osiers bound ; 
Then to their sire for ample sums restored; 
But now to perish by Atrides' sword : 
Pierced in the breast the base-bom Isus bleeds i 
Cleft through the head his brother's fate succeeds. 
Swift to the spoil the hasty victor falls. 
And, stripp'd, their features to his mind recalls. ^ 
The Trojans see the youths untimely die. 
But helpless tremble for themselves, and fly. 
So when a lion, ranging o'er the lawns. 
Finds, on some grassy lair, the couching fawds. 
Their bones he cracks, their reeking vitals draws, 
And grinds the quivering flesh with bloody jaws ; 
The frighted hind beholds, and dares not stay. 
But swift through rustling thickets bursts her way ; 
AH drown'd in sweat the panting mother flies. 
And the big tears roll trickling from her eyes. 

Amidst the tumult of the routed train. 
The sons of false Antimachus were slain ; 
He who for bribes his faithless counsels sold. 
And voted Helen's stay for Paris' gold. 
Atrides mark'd, as these their safety sought. 
And slew the children for the father's fault ; 
Their headstrong horse unable to restrain, 
They shook with fear, anddropp'dthe silken rein ; 
Then in the chariot on their knees they fall,^ 
And thus with lifted hands for mercy call — 

' O spare our youth, and for the life we owe 
Antimachus shall copious gifts bestow; 
Soon as he hears, that, not in battle slain, 
The Grecian ships his captive sons detain. 
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Large hei^ of brass in ransom shaO be told, 
And steel well-temper*d, and persuasive gold/ 

These vrords, attended with a flood of tears^ 
The youths address'd to unrelenting ears : 
The vengeful monarch gave this stem reply — 
' If from Antimachus ye spring, ye die; 
The daring wretch who once in council stood 
To shed Ulysses' and my brother's bloqd. 
For proffer'd peace ! and sues his seed for grace? 
No, die, and pay the forfeit of your race.' 

This said, Pisander from the car he cast. 
And pierced his breast : supine he breathed his 

last. 
His brother leap'd to earth; but, as he lay, 
iThe trenchant falchion lopp'd his hands away i 
His sever'd head was toss'd among the thropg. 
And, rolling, drew a bloody trail alon^. 
Then, where the thickest fought, the victor flew, 
The king's example all his Greeks pursue. 
Now by the foot the flying foot were slain, . 
Horse, trod by horse, lay foaming on the plain. 
From the dry fields thick clouds of dust arise, 
Shade the black host, and intercept the skies. 
The bra^s-hoofd steeds tumultuous plunge^ and 

bound, 
And the thick thunder beats the labouring ground. 
Still slaughtering on, the king of men proceeds i 
The distanced &rmy wonders at his deeds. • cv 
As when the winds with raging flames conspire, 
And o'er the forests roll the flood of fire. 
In blazing heaps the grove's old honours foil. 
And one refulgent ruin levels all ; 
Before Atrides' rage so sinks the foe^ 
Whole squadrons vanish^ and proud heads lie low. 
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The steeds fly trembling from his waving SWord; 
And many a car, now lighted of its lord. 
Wide o'er the field with guideless fury rolls, 
Breaking their ranks, and crushing out their souls ; 
While his keen falchion drinks the warriors' liv6s : 
More grateful, now, to vultures than their wives ! 

Perhaps great Hector then had found his fate. 
But Jove and Destiny prolong'd his date. 
Safe from the darts, the care of Heaven he stood. 
Amidst alarms, and death, and dust, and blood. 

Now past the tomb where ancient Ilus, lay, 
iThrough the mid field the routed urge their way i 
Where the wild figs the' adjoining summit crown, 
The path they take, and speed to reach the town. 
As swift, Atrides with loud shouts pursued^ 
Hot with his toil, and bathed in hostile blood. 
Now near the beech-tree, and the Scaean gates^ 
The hero halts, and his associates waits. 
Meanwhile on every side, around the plain, 
Dispersed, disorder'd, fly the Trojan train. 
So flies a herd of beeves, that hear dismay'd 
The lion's roaring through the midnight shade ; 
On heaps they tumble with successless haste ; 
The savage seizes, draws, and rends the last. 
Not with less fury stern Atrides flew. 
Still press'd the rout, and still the hindmost slew ; 
Hurl'd from their cars the bravest chiefs arekill'd^ 
Ajid rage, and death, and carnage, load the field. 

Now storms the victor at the Trojan wall ; 
Surveys the towers, and meditates llieir fall. 
But Jove descending shook the' Idaean hills. 
And down their summits pour'd a hundred rills : 
The' unkindled lightning in his hand he took, . 
And thus the many-colour'd maid bespok< 

76. A A 
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< Iris, with haste thy golden wings display, | 
To godlike Hector this our word convey — 
Wfa^e Agamemnon wastes the ranks around, 
Fights in the front, and hathes with blood the 

ground. 
Bid him give way; but issue forth commands^ 
And trust the war to less important hands : 
But when, or wounded by the spear, or dart. 
That chief shall mount his chariot, and depart, 
Then Jove shall string his arm, and fire his breast, | 
Then to her ships shall flying Greece be press- d^' 
Till to the main the burning sun descend, 
And sacred Night her awful shade extend.' 

He spoke, and Iris at his word obeyed ; 
On wings of winds descends the various maid. 
The chief she found amidst the ranks of war. 
Close to the bulwarks, on his glittering car. 
The goddess then ; ' O son of Priam, hear ! 
From Jove I come, and his high mandate bear« 
While Agamemnon wastes the ranks around, 
Fights in the front, and bathes' with blood the 

ground. 
Abstain from fight ; yet issue forth commands. 
And trust the war to less important hands : 
But when, or wounded by the spear or dart. 
The chief shall mount his chariot, and depart; 
Then Jove shall string thy arm, and fire thy breast, 
Then to her ships shall flying Greece be press'd, 
Till to the main the burning sun descend. 
And sacred Night her awful shade exteiid.' 

She said, and vanished. Hector, with a botmd, 
Springs from his chariot on the trembling ground, 
In clanging arms : he grasps in either hakd 
A pointed lance, and speeds from band to band; 
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Revives their ardour, turns their steps from flight. 
And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 
They stand to arms, the Greeks their onset dare. 
Condense their powers, and wait the coming war. 
New force, new spirit, to each breast returns : 
The fight renew'd with fiercer fury bums : 
The king leads on ; all fix on him their eye. 
And learn from him to conquer, or to die. 
Ye sacred nine, celestial Muses ! tell. 
Who faced him first, and by his prowess fell ? 
The great Iphidamas, the bold and young; 
From sage Antenor and Theano sprung ; 
Whom from his youth his grandsire Cisseus bred, 
And nursed in Thrace where snowy flocks are fed. 
Scarce did the down his rosy cheeks invest. 
And early honour warm his generous breast. 
When the kind sire consign'd his daughter's 
(Theano's sister) to his youthful arms, [charms 
But, call'd by glory to the wars of Troy, 
He leaves untasted the first fruits of joy ; 
From his loved bride departs with melting eyes, 
And swift to aid his dearer country flies, [strand. 
With twelve black ships he reached Percope's 
Thence took the long laborious march by land. 
Now fierce for fame, before the ranks he springs. 
Towering in arms, and braves the king of kings. 
Atrides first discharged the missive spear; ^ 

The Trojan stoop'd, the javelin pass'd in aii*. 3v ^ 
Tlien near the corselet, at the monarch's heart. 
With all his strength, the youth directs his dart ; 
But the broad belt, with plates of silver bound. 
The point rebated, and repell'd the wound. 
Encumber'd with the dart, Atrides stands, 
Till, grasp'd with force, he wrench'd it from his 
hands. 
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At once his weighty sword discharged a woofid 
Full on his neck, that felFd him to the grouncL 
Stretch'd in the dust, the' unhappy warrior lies, 
And sleep eternal seals his swimming eyes. 
Oh* worthy better fate ! oh early slain ! 
Thy country's friend ; and virtuous ,though in yaii I 
No more the youth shall join his consort's side, 
At once a virgin, and at once a bride ! 
No more with presents her embraces meet. 
Or lay the spoils of conquest at her feet. 
On whom his passion, lavish of his store, 
Bestow'd so much, and vainly promised more! I 
Unwept, uncover'd, on the plain he l^y. 
While the proud victor bore his arms away. 

Coon, Antenor's eldest hope, was nigh : 
Tears, at the sight, came starting from his ey^, 
While pierced with grief the much-loved youA 

he view'd. 
And the pale features now deform'd with blood. 
Then with his spear, unseen, his time he took, 
Aim'd at the king, and near his elbow strpok. 
The thrilling steel transpierced the brawny pdrt, 
And through his arm stood forth ithe barbed dart 
Surprised the monarch feels, yet void of fear 
On Coon rushes with his lifted spear : 
His brother's corpse the pious Trojan draws, 
And 6alls his country to assert his cause ; 
Defends him breathless on the sanguine field, 
And o'er the body spreads his ample shield. 
Atrides, marking an unguarded pai^, 
Transfix'd the warrior with his brazen *dart ; 
Prone on his brother's bleeding breast lie lay. 
The monarch's falchion lopp'd his head away ; 
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The social shades the same dark journey go, 
And join each other in the realms below. ^ 

The vengeful victor rages round the fields*. 
With every weapon art or fury yields : 
By the long lance, the sword, or ponderous stone. 
Whole ranks are broken, and whole troops over- 
thrown. 
This, while yet warm distilFd the purple flood; 
But when the wound grew stiff with clotted blood. 
Then grinding tortures his strong bosom rend. 
Less keen those darts the fierce Ilythiae send : 
(The powers that cause the teeming matron's 
Sad mothers of unutterable woes !) [throes. 

Stung with the smai^, all-panting with the 'pain. 
He mounts the car, and gives his squire the rein ; 
Then with a voice which fury made more strong. 
And pain augmented, thus exhorts the throng — 
* O friends ! O Greeks ! assert your honours won; 
Proceed, and finish what this arm begun : 
Lo ! angry Jove forbids your chief to stay. 
And envies half the glories of the day.' 

He said : the driver whirls his lengthfnl thong; 
The horses fly ! the chariot smokes along. 
Clouds from thek nostrils the fierce coursers blow. 
And from their sides the foam descends in sno'w ; 
Shot through the battle in a mementos space, 
The wounded monarch at his tent diey place. 

No sooner Hector saw the king retired. 
But thus his Trojans and his aids he fired — 
^ Hear, all ye Dardan, all ye Lycian race ! 
Famed in close fight, and dreadful face to face : 
Now call to mind your ancient trophies won. 
Your* great forefather's virtues and your own. 

A A 2 
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Behold, the general flies ! deserts his powers ! 
Lo Jove himself declares the conquest ours \ 
Now on yon ranks impel your foaming steeds ; 
And, sure of glory, dare immortal deeds/ 

With words like these the fiery chief alarms 
His fainting host, and every bosom warms. 
As the bold hunter cheers his liounds to tear 
The brindled lion, or the tusky bear ; [heart, 
With voice and hand provokes their doubting 
And springs the foremost with his lifted dart ; 
So godlike Hector prompts his troops to dare : 
Nor prompts alone, but leads himself the war. 
On the black bod^ZuQ^^e foe he pours ; 
As from th^cl^ft^j^S^^ bosom, swell'd with 

sho^t^s, \ t^\ 
A sudden/i^rm f^^urpIe\ocean sweeps. 
Drives th4^ild^(i^eii,anaJtosses all the deeps. 
Say, MuseTjDrhen^^ove the M-ojan's glory crown'd, 
Beneath hiVai^i^hat ^^es bit the ground ? 
Assaeus, Dolo{>Sr-and'^(utonus died, 
Opites next was added to their side ! ^ 
Then brave Hipponous famed in many a fight, 
Opheltius, Orus, sunk to endless night ; 
JGsymnus, Agelaus ; all chiefs of name ;' ^ 
The rest were vulgar deaths unknown to fame. 
As when a western whirlwind, charged with 

storms. 
Dispels the gather'd clouds that Notus forms ; 
The gust continued, violent and strong, 
KoUs sable clouds in heaps on heaps along; 
Now to the skies the foaming billows rears, 
Now breaks the surge, and wide the bottom bares; 
Thuil i^CLging, Hector, with resistless hands, 
O'erturnS) confounds, and scatters all their bands. 
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Now the last ruin the whole host appals ; 
Now Greece had trembled in her wooden walls ; 
But vidse Ulysses calFd Tydides forth, 
His soul rekindled, and awaked his worth. 
' And stand we deedless, O eternal shame ! 
Till Hector's arm involve the ships in flame ? 
Haste, let us join, and combat side by side.' 
The warrior thus, and thus the friend replied — 

* No martial toil I shun, no danger fear ; 
Let Hector come ; I wait his fury here. ' 
But Jove with conquest crowns the Trojan train ; 
And Jove our foe, all human force is vain.' 

He sigh'd ; but,sighing,raised his vengeful steel, 
And from his car the proud Thymbraeus fell : 
Molion, the charioteer, pursued his lord. 
His death ennobled by Ulysses' sword. 
There slain, they left them in eternal night. 
Then plunged amidst the thickest ranks of fight. 
So two wild boars outstrip the following hounds. 
Then swift revert, and wounds return for wounds. 
Stem Hector's conquests in the middle plain 
Stood check'd a while, and Greece respired again. 

The sons of Merops shone amidst the war; 
Towering they rode in one refulgent car : 
In deep prophetic arts their father skill'd, 
Had wam'd his children from the Trojan field ; 
Tate urged them on ; the father wam'd in vain ; 
They rush'd to fight, and perish'd on the plain ! 
Their breasts no more the vital spirit warms ; 
The stem Iodides strips their shining arms. 
Hypirochus by great Ulysses dies. 
And rich Hippodamus becomes his prize. 
Great Jove from Ide with slaughter fills his sight, 
,And level hangs the doubtful scale of fight. 
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By Tydeus' lance Agastrophus was slain. 
The far-famed hero of Paeonian strain ; 
Wing'd with his fears, on foot he strove to fly, 
His steeds too distant, and the foe too nigh ; 
Through broken orders, swifter than the wind, 
He fled, but flying left his life behind. 
This Hector sees, as his experienced eyes 
Traverse the files, and to the rescue flies ; 
Shouts, as he pass'd, the crystal regions rend. 
And moving armies on his march attend. 
Great Diomed himself was seized with fear. 
And thus bespoke his brother of the war — 
* Mark how this way yon bending squadrons 
yield ! 
The storm rolls oir|,;s»4^^I{ector rules the field : 
Here stand his utmoitlifi<||^!^^The warrior said; 
Swift; at the wfi^^^s B^di^gi^ javelin fled ; 
Nor miss'd its/£^,lu^r^ ud plumage danced 
Razed the snkdOth «ipbe,'^and thence obliquely 

Safe in his helmv(^^^ft o^rhcebus' hands) 
Without a wound the TirJfan hero stands ; 
But yet so stunn'd, that, staggering on the plain, 
His arm and knee his sinking bulk sustain ; 
O'er his dim sight the misty vapours rise. 
And a short darkness shades his swimming eyes. 
Tydides follow 'd to regain his lance ; 
While Hector rose, recovered from the trance, 
Remounts his car, and herds amidst the crowd: 
The Greek pursues him, and exults aloud : 

' Once more thank Phoebus for thy forfeit breath, 
Or thank that swiftness which outstrips the death. 
Well by Apollo are thy prayers repaid. 
And oft that partial power has lent his aid. 
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Thou shaltnot long the death deserved withstand. 
If any god assist Tydides' hand. 
Fly then, inglorious ! but thy flight this day, 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghosts shall pay.' 

Him, while he triumph'd, Paris eyed from far, 
(The spouse of Helen, the fair cause of war) 
Around the fields his feather'd shafts he sent. 
From ancient Ilus' ruin'd monument; 
Behind the column placed, he bent his bow, 
And wing'd an arrow at tiie' unwary foe ; 
Just as he stoop'd, Agastrophus's crest 
To seize, and drew the corselet from his breast. 
The bow-string twang'd ; nor flew the shaft in vain , 
But pierced his foot, and nail'd it to the plain. 
The laughing Trojan, with a joyful spring. 
Leaps from his ambush, and insults itte king. 

' He bleeds ! (he criei^) some god has sped 
my dart; 
Would the same god had fix'd it in his heart! 
So Troy, relieved from that wide-wasting hand. 
Should breathe from slaughter, and in combat 

stand; 
Whose sons now tremble at his darted spear. 
As scatter'd lambs the rushing lion fear.' 

He dauntless thus — ' Thou conqueror of the fair. 
Thou woman-warrior with the curling hair ; ' 
Vain archer ! trusting to the distant dart, 
Unskill'd in arms to act a manly part ! 
Thou hast but done what boys or women can ; 
Such hands may wound, but not incense, a man. 
!Nor boast the scratch thy feeble arrow gave, 
A coward's weapon never hurts the brave. 
Not so this dart, which thou mayst one day feel ; 
.Fate wings its flight, and death is on the steel : 
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Where this but lights, some noble life expires ; 
its touch makes orphans^bathes the cheeks of sires, 
Steeps earth in purple, gluts the birds of air. 
And leaves such objects as distract the fair.' 
Ulysses hastens with a trembling heart. 
Before him steps, and bending draws the dart : 
Forth flows the blood ; an eager pang succeeds ; 
Tydides mounts, and to the navy speeds. 

Now on the field Ulysses stands alone. 
The Greeks all fled, the Trojans pouring on ; 
But stands collected in himself, and whole. 
And questions thus his own unconquer'd soul : 

* What further subterfuge, what hopes remun ? 
What shame, inglorious, if I quit the plain ! 
What danger, singly if I stand the ground. 
My friends all scatter'd, all the foes around ! 
Yet wherefore doubtful? let this truth suffice; 
The brave meets danger, and the coward flies : 
To die or conquer, proves a hero's heart ; 
And, knowing this, I know a soldier's part.' 

Such thou^ts revolving in his careful breast, 
Near, and more near, the shady cohorts press'd ; 
These, in the warrior, their own fate enclose ; 
And round him deep the steely circle grows. 
So fares a boar when all the troop surrounds 
Of shouting huntsmen, and of clamorous hounds; 
He grinds his ivory tusks ; he foams with ire ; 
His sanguine eyeballs glare with living fire ; 
By these, by those, on every part is plied ; 
And the red slaughter spreads on every side. 
Pierced through the shoulder, first Deiopis fell ; 
Next Ennomus and Thoon sunk to hell ; 
Chersidamas, beneath the navel thrust. 
Falls prone to earth, and grasps the bloody dust 
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Charops, the son of Hippasus, was near ; 
Ulysses reach'd him with the fatal spear ; 
But to his aid his brother Socus flies^ 
Socus the brave, the generous, and the wise. 
Near as he drew, the warrior thus began— 
' O great Ulysses, much-enduring man ! 
Not deeper skill'd in every martial sleight. 
Than worn to toils, and active in the fight ! 
This day two brothers shall thy conquest grace^ 
And end at once the great Hippasian race. 
Or thou beneath this lance must press the field'- — ^ 
He said, and forceful pierced his spacious shield : 
Through the strong brass the ringing javelin 

thrown, 
Plough'd half his side, and bared it to the bone. 
By Pallas' care, the spear, though deep infix'd, 
Stopp'd short of life, nor vidth his entrails mix'd. 

The wound not mortal wise Ulysses knew. 
Then furious thus(but first some steps withdrew) — 
' Unhappy man, whose death our hands shall 

grace ! 
Fate calls thee hence, and finished is thy race. 
No longer check my conquests on the foe ; 
But, pierced by this,, to endless darkness go, 
And add one spectre to the realms below !' 
. He spoke,while Socus,seized with sudden fright, 
Trembling gave way, and tum'd his back to flight; 
Between his shoulders pierced the following dart. 
And held its passage through the panting heart : 
Wide in his breast appeared the grisly wound ; 
Be falls ; his armour rings against the ground. 
Then thus Ulysses^ g&zing on the slain — 
' Famed son of Hippasus ! there press the plain ; 
Th^re ends thy narrow spim assign'd by Fate„ 
Heaven owes Ulysses yet ^ longer date. 
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Ah,^wretch ! no father shidl thy corpse comp69< 
Thy dying eyes no tender mother close ; 
But hungry birds shall tear those balls away, 
And hovering vultures scream around their pre^ 
Me Greece shall honour, when I meet my dooni 
With solemn funerals and a lasting tomb.' 

Then raging with intolerable smart. 
He writhes his body, and extracts the dart 
The dart a tide of spouting gore pursued. 
And gladden'd Troy with sight of hostile blood 
Now troops on troops the fainting chief invade 
Forced he recedes, and loudly calls for aid. 
Thrice to its pitch his lofty voice he rears; 
The well-known voice thrice Menelaiis hears : 
Alarm'd, to Ajax Telamon he cried. 
Who shares his labours, and defends his side^ 
* O friend ! Ulysses' shouts invade my ear; 
Distress'd he seems, and no assistance near; 
Strong as he is, yet, one opposed to jail, 
Oppress'd by multitudes, the best may fall. 
Greece, robb'd of him, must bid her host despair 
And feel a loss not ages can repair.' 

Then, where the cry directs, his course he bendi? 
Great Ajax, like the god of war, attends. 
The prudent chief in sore distress they founds 
With bands of furious Trojans compass'd round 
As when some huntsman, with a flying spear. 
From the blind thicket wounds a stately deer; 
Down his cleft side while fresh the blood distils 
He bounds aloft, and scuds from hills to hills, 
Till life's warm vapour issuing through the wound 
Wild mountain-wolyes the fainting beast surround 
Just as their jaws his prostrate limbs invade, 
The lion rushes through the woodland shade. 
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The wolyes,though hungry^scour dispersed away; 

The lordly savage vindicates his prey ; 

Ulysses thus, unconquer'd by his pains, 

A single warrior, half an host sustains : 

But soon as Ajax heaves his tower-like shield. 

The scattered crowds fly friirhted o'er the field ; 

Atrides^ arm the sinking hero stays, 

And, saved firom numbers, to his car conveys^ 

Victorious Ajax plies the routed crew ; 
And first Doryclus, Priam's son, he slew ; 
On strong Pandocus next inflicts a wound. 
And lays Lysander bleeding on the ground. 
As when a torrent, swell'd with wintry rains. 
Pours from the mountains o'er the deluged plains. 
And pines and oaks from their foundations torn, 
A country's ruins ! to the seas are borne ; 
Fierce Ajax thus o'erwhelms the yielding throng : 
Men, steeds, and chariots, roll in heaps along. 

But Hector, from this scene of slaughter far. 
Raged on the left, and ruled the tide of war : 
Loud groans proclaim his progress through the 

plain. 
And deep Scamander swells with heaps of slain. 
There Nestor and Idomeneus oppose 
The warrior's fury ; there the battle glows ; 
There fierce on foot, or from the chariot's height. 
His sword deforms the beauteous ranks of fight. 
The spouse of Helen, dealing darts around. 
Had pierced Machaon with a distant wound : 
In his right shoulder the broad shaft appear'd. 
And trembling Greece for her physician fear'd. 
To Nestor then Idomeneus begun — 
' Glory of Greece, old Neleus' valiant son I 
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Ascend thy chariot^ haste with speed away, 
And great Machaon to the ships convey, 
A wise .physician, skill'd our wounds to heal, 
Is more than armies to the public weal.' 
Old Nestor mounts the seat : beside him rode 
The wounded offspring of the healing god. 
He lends the lash ; the steeds with sounding feet 
Shake the dry field, and thunder toward the fleet 

But now Cebriones, from Hector's car, 
Surveyed the various fortune of the war. 
^ While here (he cried) thh flying Greeks are slain, 
Trojans on Trojans yonder load the plain. 
Before great Ajax see the mingled throng 
Of men and chariots, driven in heaps along ! 
I know him well, distinguish'd o'er the field 
By the broad glittering of the sevenfold shield. 
Thither, O Hector, thither urge thy steeds. 
There danger calls, and there the combat bleeds; 
There horse and foot in mingled deaths' unite, 
And groans of slaughter mix with shouts of fight 

Thus having spoke, the driver's lash resounds ; 
Swift through the ranks the rapid chariot bounds ; 
Stung by the stroke, the coursers scour the fields, 
O'er heaps of carcasses, and hills of shields. 
The horses' hoofs are bathed in heroes' gore. 
And dashing, purple all the car before ; 
The groaning axle sable drops distils. 
And mangled carnage clogs the rapid wheels. 
Here Hector, plunging through the thickest fight, 
Broke the dark phalanx, and let in the light : 
(By the long lance, the sword, or ponderous stone, 
The ranks lie scatter'd, and the troops o'erthrown) 
Ajax he shuns, through all the dire debate. 
And fears that arm whose force he felt so late. 
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But partial Jove, espousing Hector's part, 
Shot Heaven-bred horror through the Grecian's 

heart; 
Confused, unnerved in Hector's presence grown. 
Amazed he stood, with terrors not his own. 
O'er his broad back his moony shield he threw. 
And, glaring round, by tardy steps withdrew. 
Thus the grim lion his retreat maintains. 
Beset with watchful dogs, and shouting swains; 
Repulsed by numbers from the nightly stalls. 
Though rage impels him, and though hunger calls. 
Long stands the showering darts, and missile fires ; 
Then sourly slow the' indignant beast retires. 
So tum'd stern Ajax, by whole hosts repell'd. 
While his swoln heart at every step rebell'd. 

As the slow beast with heavy strength endued. 
In some wide field by troops of boys pursued, 
Though round his sides a wooden tempest rain. 
Crops the tall harvest, and lays waste the plain ; 
Thick on his hide the hollow blows resound. 
The patient anin[ial maintains his ground. 
Scarce from the field with all their efforts chased. 
And stirs but slowly when he stirs at last ; 
On Ajax thus a weight of Trojans hung. 
The strokes redoubled on his buckler rung : 
Confiding now in bulky strength he stands, 
Now turns, and backward bears the yielding 

bands ; 
Now stiff recedes, yet hardly seems to fly. 
And threats his followers with retorted eye. 
Fix'd as the bar between two warring powers. 
While hissing darts descend in iron showers : 
In his broad buckler many a weapon stood, 
Its surface bristled with a quivering wood ; 
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And many a javelin, g^uiltless on the plain, 
Marks the dry dust, and thirsts for blood in vam. 
But bold Eurypylus his aid imparts. 
And dauntless springs beneath a doad of darts; 
Whose eager javelin launched against the foe. 
Great Apisaon felt the fatal blow; 
From his torn liver the red current flow'd, 
And his slack knees desert their dying load. 
The victor rushing to despoil the dead. 
From Paris* bow a vengeful arrow fled ; 
Fix'd in his nervous thigh the weapon stood, 
Fix'd was the point, but broken was the wood. 
Back to the lines the wounded Greek retired, 
Yet thus, retreating, his associates fired — 
* What god, O Grecians ! has your hearts disi- 

may'd? y^^^TiBj^N. 
Oh, turn to arms l/w Kj^B.x&iifi^ your aid. 
This hour he staiylome Jmk ofm%stile rage, 
And this the lastjlhffiiveLbaMa h^lall wage; 
Haste, join your Kn^es rYW>ni thejgloomy grave 
The warrior rescue«/Wl your eoutoy save.' 

Thus urged the chi^.C^^e];p<!(s troop appears, 
Who spread their bucklers, and advance their 

spears, [stand 

To guard their wounded friend : while thus they 
With pious care, great Ajax joins the band : 
Bach takes new courage at the hero's sight ; 
The hero rallies, and renews the fight. 

Thus raged both armies like conflicting fires, 
While Nestor's chariot far from fight retires : 
His coursers steep'd in sweat and stain'd with gore. 
The Greeks preserver, great Machaon, bore. 
That hour, Achilles, from the topmost height 
Of his proud fleet, o'erlook'd the fields of fight; 
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His feasted eyes beheld around the plaui 
The Grecian rout, the slaying and the slain. 
His friend Machaon singled from the rest, 
A transient pity touch'd his vengeful breast. 
Straight to Menoetius' much-loved son he sent : 
Graceful as Mars, Patroclus quits his tent ; 
In evil hour ! Then Fate decreed his doom, 
And fix'd the date of all his woes to come. 

' Why calls my friend ? thy loved injunctions lay, 
Whate'er thy will, Patroclus shall obey.^ 

' O first of friends ! (Pelides thus replied) 
Still at my heart, and ever at my side ! 
The time is come, when yon despairing host 
8hall learn the value of the man they lost : 
Now atmy knees the Greeks shall pour their moan. 
And proud Atrides tremble on his throne. 
Go now to Nestor, and from him be taught 
What wounded warrior late his chariot brought? 
For seen at distance, and but seen behind, 
His form recall'd Machaon to my mind ; 
Nor could I, through yon cloud, discern his face. 
The coursers pass'd me with so swift a pace.' 

The hero said. His friend obey'd with haste. 
Through intermingled ships and tents he pass'd; 
The chiefs descending from their car he found : 
The panting steeds Eurymedon unbound. 
The warriors standing on the breezy shore. 
To dry their sweat, and wash away the gore. 
Here paused a moment, while the gentle gale 
Convey'd that freshness the cool seas exhale ; 
Then to consult on farther methods went. 
And took their seats beneath the shady tent. 
The draught prescribed, fairHecamede prepares, 
Arsinoiis' daughter, graced with golden hairs, 
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(Whom to his aged amis, a royal slave, 
Greepe, as the prize of Nestor's wisdom, gave): 
A table first with azure feet she placed; 
Whose ample or]b a brazen charger graced ; 
Honey new-press'd, the sacred flour of wheat, 
And wholesome garhc, crown'd the savoury treat 
Next, her white hand an antique goblet brings, 
A goblet sacred to the Pylian kings 
From eldest times : emboss'd with studs of gold. 
Two feet support it, and four handles hold ; 
On each bright handle, bending o'er the brink. 
In sculptured gold, two turtles seem to drink : 
A massy weight, yet heaved with ease by him, 
When the brisk nectar overlook'd the brim. 
Temper'd in this, the nymph of form divine 
Pours a large portion of the Pranmian wine ; 
With goat's-miik cheese a flavorous taste bestows, 
And last with flour the smiling surface strows. 
This for the wounded prince the dame prepares ; 
The cordial beverage reverend Nestor shares : 
Salubrious draughts the warrior's thirst allay. 
And pleasing conference beguiles the day. 

Meantime Patroclus, by Achilles sent. 
Unheard ^pproach'd, and ^tood before the tent. 
Old Nestor, rising then, the hero led 
To his high seat ; the chief refused, and said — 

* 'Tis now no season for these kind delays ; 
The great Achilles with impatience stays. 
To great Achilles this respect I owe ; 
Who asks what hero, wounded by the foe. 
Was borne from combat by thy foaming steeds? 
With grief I see the great Machaon bleeds. 
This to report, my hasty course I bend ; 
Thou know'st the fiery temper of my fiiend.' 
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* Can then the sons of Greece (the sage rejoin'd) 
Excite compassion in Achilles' mind ? 
Seeks he the sorrows of our host to know ? 
This is not half the story of our woe. 
Tell him, not great Machaon bleeds alone. 
Our bravest herpes in the ii^vy groan ; 
Ulysses, Agameminon, ]>iomie.4. 
And stern Eurypylus, already bleed. 
B^t, ah ! what flattering hopes I entertain j 
Achilles heeds not, but derides our pain : 
E'en till the flames consume our fleet he stays. 
And waits the rising of the fatal bla^e. 
Chief after chief the raging foe destroys ; 
Calm he looks on, and every death enjoys.. 
Now the slow course of all-impairing time 
Unstrings my nerve^, and ends my manly prime; 
Oh ! had I still that strength my youth possess'd. 
When this bold arm the' Epeian powers oppressed. 
The bulls of Elis in glad triumph led, 
And stretch'd the great Itymonaeus dead ! 
Then from iny fjury fled the trembling swaimiy 
And ours was all the plunder of the plains : 
Fifty white flocks, full fifty herds of swine. 
As many goats, as many lowing kine ; 
And thrice the number of unrival'd steeds. 
All teeming females, and of generous breeds. 
These, as my first essay of arms, I won ; 
Old Neleus gloried in his conquering son. 
Thus Elis forced, her long arrears restored. 
And shares were parted to each Pylian lord. 
The state of Pyle was sunk to last despair; 
When the proud Elians first commenced the war; 
Eor Neleus' sons Alcides' rage had slain ; 
Of twelve bold brothers, I alone remain \ 



284 THB ILIAD. B. XI. 

Oppress'd,we arm'd ; and now this conquestgain'd, 
My sire three hundred chosen sheep obtain'd. 
(That large reprisal he might justly claim. 
For prize defrauded, and insulted fame. 
When £Iis' monarch at the public course 
Detained his chariot, and victorious horse.) 
The rest the people shared ; myself survey'd 
The just partition, and due victims paid. 
Three days were pass'd, when £Us rose to war, 
With many a courser, and with many a car; 
The sons of Actor at their army's hc^ 
(Young as they were) the vengeful squadrons led. 
High on a rock fair Thryoessa stands. 
Our utmost frontier on the Pylian lands ; 
Not far the streams of famed Alphaeus flow : 
The stream they pass'd, and pitch'd their tents he- 
Pallas, descending in the shades of night, [low. 
Al&nns the Pylians and commands the fight. 
Each burns for fame, and swells with martial pride, 
Myself the foremost ; but my sire denied ; 
Fear'd for my youth, exposed to stem alarms; 
And stopp'd my chariot, and detain'd my arms. 
My sire denied in vain : on foot I fled 
Amidst our chariots ; for the goddess led. 

' Along fair Arena's delightful plain 
Soft Minyas rolls his waters to the main : 
There, horse and foot, the Pylian troops unite. 
And, sheath'd in arms, expect the dawning light 
Thence, ere the Sun advanced his noonday flamei 
To great Alphaeus' sacred source we came. 
There first to Jove our solemn rites were paid ; 
An untamed heifer pleased the blue-eyed maid ; 
A bull Alphaeus ; and a bull was slain 
To the blue itionarch of the watery main. 
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In arms we slept, beside the winding flood, 
While round the town the fierce Epeians 3tood. 
Soon as the Sun, with all-reyealing ray, 
Flamed in the front of Heaven, and gave the day,^ 
Bright scenes of arms, and works of war, appear.; 
The nations meet ; there Pylos, Elis here. 
The first who fell, beneath my javelin bled ; 
King Augias' son, and spouse of Agamede 
(She that all simples' healing virtues knew. 
And every herb that drinks the morning dew) : 
I seized his car, ihe van of battle led ; 
The' Epeians saw, they trembled, and they fled. 
The foe dispersed, their bravest warrior kill'd. 
Fierce as a whirlwind now I swept the field : 
Full fifty captive chariots graced my train ; 
Two chiefs from each fell breathless to .the plain. 
Then Actor's sons had died, but Neptube shrouds 
The youthful heroes in a veil of clouds. 
O'er heapy shields, and o'er the prostrate throng. 
Collecting spoils, and slaughtering all along, 
Through wide Buprasiau fields we forced the foes, 
Where o'er the vales the'Olenian rocks arose; 
Till Pallas stopp'd us where Alisium flows. 
E'en there, the hindmost of the rear I slay. 
And the same arm that led, concludes the day; 
Then ^ack to Pyle triumphant take my way. 
There to high Jove were public thanks assign'd. 
As first pf gods; to Nestor, of mankind. 
Such then I was, impell'd by youthful blood ; 
So proved my valour, for my country's good. 

' Achilles with unactive fury glows. 
And gives to passion what to Greece he owes. 
How shall he grieve, when to the' eternal shade 
Her hosts shall dink, nor bis the power to aid ! 
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O friend ! my memory rdcalls the day. 
When, gathering aids along the Grecian sea, 
I, and Ulysses, touch'd at Phthia's port. 
And enter'd Peleus' hospitable court. 
A bull to Jove he slew in sacrifice. 
And pour'd libations on the flaming thighs. 
Thyself, Achilles, and thy reverend sire 
Menoetius, tum'd the fragments on the fire. 
Achilles sees us, to the feast invites ; 
Social we sit, and share the genial rites. 
We then explaip'd the cause on which we came, 
Urged you to arms, and found you fierce for fame. 
Your ancient fathers generous precepts gave ; 
Peleus said only this — f My son ! be brave.' 
Menoetius thus^ — ' Though great Achilles shine 
In strength superior, and of race divine. 
Yet cooler thoughts thy elder years attend ; 
Let thy just counsels aid, and rule thy friend.' 
Thus spoke your father at Thessalia's court : 
Words now forgot, though now of vast import. 
Ah ! try the utmost that a friend can say : 
Such gentle force the fiercest minds obey ; 
Some favouring god Achilles' heart may move ; 
Though deaf to glory, he may yield to love. 
If some dire oracle his breast alarm. 
If aught from Heaven withhold his saving arm; 
Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may shine, 
If thou but lead the Myrmidonian line ; 
Clad in Achilles' arms, if thou appear. 
Proud Troy may tremble, and desist from war; 
Press'd by fresh forces her o'er-labour'd train 
Shall seek their walls, and Greece respire again.' 
This touch'd his generous heart, and from the tent 
AIo^g the shore with hasty strides he went ; 
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Soon as he came, where, on the crowded strand^ 
The public mart and courts of justice stand. 
Where the tall fleet of great Ulysses lies, 
And altars to the guardian gods arise ; 
There sad he met the brave Evsemon's son, 
Large painful drops from all his members runj 
An arrow's head yet rooted in his wound. 
The sable blood in circles mark'd the ground. 
As faintly reeling he confess'd the smart. 
Weak was his pace, but dauntless was his heart. 
Divine compassion touch'd Patroclus' breast, 
Who, sighing, thus his bleeding friend address'd— 

* Ah, hapless leaders of the Grecian host ! 
Thus must ye perish on a barbarous coast? 
Is this your fate, to glut the dogs with gore. 
Far from your friends, and from your native shore? 
Say, great Eurypylus ! shall Greece yet stand ? 
Resists she yet the raging Hector's hand ? 
Or are her heroes doom'd to die with shame, 
And this the period of our wars and fame?' 

Eurypylus replies—**' No more, my friend, 
Greece is no more ! this day her glories end. 
E'en to the ships victorious Troy pursues. 
Her force increasing as her toil renews. 
Those chiefs, that used her utmost rage to meet^ 
Lie pierced with wounds, and bleeding in the fleet. 
But thou, Patroclus ! act a friendly part, 
Lead to my ships, and draw this deadly dart; 
With lukewarm water wash the gore away ; 
With healing balms the raging smart allay, 
Such as sage Chiron, sire of pharmacy, 
Once taught Achilles, and Achilles thee. 
Of two famed surgeons, Podalirius stands 
This hour surrounded by the Trojan bai|ds ; 



3B8 THS ILIAD. B. XI. 

And great Machoon, wounded in his tent, 
?fow wants that succour which bo oft he lent' 
To him the chief ;- ' What then Temains to doT 
The' event of things dte gods alone can view. 
Charged by Achilles' great command I fly. 
And Ix'ar with h ajtij th e Pyliati lung's re^y: 
But thy distro^Hj^s^^t^t claims relirf,' 
Be D'did, oiftMn^is^^nflQlDheld the chief. 
The itIuTes tk>ir mA^'^ st!gw approach survey'd. 
And hides' of ox^^pnJlhe fldor display'd: 
There stretcH'tl at^i^athtliy wounded hero lay; 
Pattoclus cut the iorky ni/el away : 
Then in his handle a bkt^ root he bmised; 
The wound he wash'd, the Styptic j nice infused. 
The closing fiesh that instant ceased to glow, 
"nie wound to torture, and the blood to fiowr 
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